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TT" HR Honour Nenn emen Hicn- 


Nkss has done me in the Pro- 
tedion you was pleaſed to give to this 


Tragedy, emboldens me to lay it now 


at your Feet, and beg your Permiſſion 
to publiſh it under your Royal Patro- 
nage. The Favouri ng and Protecting 


of Letters has been, 1 in all Ages and 


Countries, one diſtinguiſhing Mark of 
a great Prince; and That with good rea- 
fon, not only as it ſhews a Juſtneſs of 
Taſte and Elevation of Mind, but as 

| A the 


_wDEDICATION. 
the Influence of ſuch a Protection, by 
exciting good Writers to labour with 


more Emulation in the Im 


provement 
of their ſeveral Talents, not a little 


contributes to the Embelliſhment, and 


Inſtruction of Society. But of all the 


different Species of Writing, none has 
ſuch an Effect upon the Lives and Man- 
ners of Men, as the Dramatick; and 


therefore That of all others 2 de- 


ſerves the Attention of Princes, who, 
by a judicious Approbation of ſuch 
Pieces as tend to promote all Pub- 


lick and Private Virtue, may more 
than by any coercive Methods fecure 


the Purity of the Stage, and in conſe- 


quence thereof greatly advance the 


| 


| 


Morals and Politeneſs of their People. 


How eminently Your ROYAL Hicnngss 


has always extended your Favour and 


| Patronage to every Art and Science, 


| and in a particular Manner to Drama- 
tick Performances, is too well known 
to the World for me to mention it here. 


Allow me only to wiſh, that what I 
have now the Honour to offer to your 


MES: 


RovaL 


* 


1 ev 2 —_—y FEI an # 


warm and 


DEDICATION. y 
Rov AL Hicnnsss may be judged not 
unworthy of your Protection, at leaſt in 
the Sentiments which it inculcates. 1 
grateful Senſe of your 
Goodneſs to me makes me defirous to 


ſeize every Occaſion of (declaring. in 


Publick, with what profound Reipedt | 


and dutiful Attachment, Fam, 


17 
| Your RorAL Hicansss's , 
| Moſt obliged, in 
Moſt obedient, and 62; 
4 Moſt devoted eee 


James Thomſon; 


& . 2 9 * FA #< "© 1 F : 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
H 7 Play is cirfilerably foor- 


Fo it will not be diſagrecable to the 
Neader 10 ſee i: as it was at fin written; 
there being A great Difference betwixt a 
Play in the — and upon the Stage. | 


Printed for A. Mien, in the Strand. 
I. 


Works, carefully corre&ed ; with the 
Addition bf above One Thonfand New Lines. 
In Two Volumes, Octavo, on good Paper, and 
a large Letter 3 containing his SEASONS, all his 
other Poems, and his Three Tragedies. Price 
bound Ten Shillings. 


II. His SEASONS, printed in a rocker Volume. 
Price bound Three Shillings. 
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P R 0 L 0 G U E. 
OLD is the Man | } who, in this nicer Ave, 
Preſumes to tread the chaſte cqrretied Stage. w_ 

| Now, with gay tinſel Arts, we can na more | 

| Conceal the Want of Nature's ſterling Ore. | 

Our Spells are vaniſh*d, broke our magic Wand, 

hat us d to waft you over Sea and Land. 

B. fore your Eight the fairy People fade, 

The Demons fly——The Ghoſt itſelf is laid. " 

In vain of martial Scenes the loud Alarms, 

be mighty Prompter thundering out to Arms, 

The Playhouſe Poſſe clattering from afar, 

The cloſe-wedg*d Battle, and the Din of War. 

| Now, even the Senate ſeldom we-convene ; 

The yawning Fathers nod behind the Scene. 

Your Taſte rejects the glittering faiſe Sublime, | 

Tofi Tok gb in Metaphor, and die in Rhbime. 
High Rant is tumbled from bis Gallery Throne : — 
"Deſcription, Dream nay Similies are gone. : 

© What ſhall we then? to pleaſt'you how deviſe ? 8 

Whoſe Fudgment ſits not in your Ears and Eyes. 


Thrice happy ! could we catch fra] SHAKESPEAR's 
„ 


To trace the deep Receſſes of the Heart ; 

His ſimple plain Sublime, to which is given , 

To ſtrike the Soul with-darted Flame from Heaven: 
Could wwe awake ſoft Orwa 's tender Woe, 

The Pomp of Verſe and golden Lines of Rows. 


We to your Howes apply: let them attend ; 
Before their filent candid Bar we bend. 


If warm'd they liſten, tis our nobleſt Praiſe ; 
If cold, they wither all the Muſe*s Bays. 


Tek 


{ 


4 


_ TancreD, Count of Lecce, 
MAr TEO SIFTREDI, Lord 


Earl Oxon, Lord High 


o 
. 
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The Perſons Repreſented. 


High Chancellor of Sicily, 
| Conſtable of Sicily, 


RopoLeno, Friend to T an- 


Mr. Garrick. 


„ oor 5. 


Mr. Sheridan. 
Mr. Delane. 


CRED, and Coptain of the By Mr. Havard. 


Guards, 


nn A, Daughter of 
SIFFRE DJ, 


Lavka, Siſter of Ropor- | : 


PRO, an Friend to S1- 


2 


| 


GISMUNDA, 


MX 


Mrs. Cibber. 


vg Bulge. 


* 


Banons, Orricrrs, Gua xps, Sc. 


SCENE, The City of Palermo in Sicih. 


* . , 


: 1 


3 
FEE 


Tancred and Sigiſmunda. 
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TRAGEDY. 
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Al SCP PEN 


E 


6 "Uh | 
SIGISMUNDA, LAURA, 


= SIGISMUN DA. 

| H fatal Day to Sicily! The King 

> Then touches his laſt Moments ? | 
| LAURA. | 

| n Se ds feat d. 

M StolsuduNxp Aa. : 

The Death of thoſe diſtinguiſh'd by their Station, 

But by their Virtue more, awakes the Mind 

To ſolemn Dread, and ſtrikes a ſaddening Awe: 

Not that we grieve for them, but for ourſelves, 

Lett to the Toil of Life And yet the Beſt 

Are, by the playful Children of this World, 

At once forgot, as they had never been. | 


Now 


—LAURA, tis ſaid the Heart is ſometimes charg'd 
it rophetick Sadneſs: Such, methinks, - 


4 


2 TAN C RED i 
Now hangs . mine. Thy King's eee 
eat 


Suggeſts a thouſand Fears. What Troubles thence.” 
May throw the State once more into Confuſion, 


What ſudden Changes in my Father*s Houſe = - 


May riſe, and part me from my deareſt TR NCRED, 


1 my Thought. 
| TER. LAuRA. 


The Fears of Love-ſick F ancy! 
Perverſely buſy to torment it ſelf. 


But be afſur'd, your Father's ſteady Friendſhip, 
Join'd to a certain Genius, that commands, 

Not kneels to Fortune will ſupport and cheriſh, R 
Here in the publick Eye of Sicily, 5 

This may call him — his adopted Son, 

The noble 3 form'd to all his Virtues. 

| SIGISMUNDA, 

Ah form' d to charm his Daughter! This fair Morn 
Has tempted far the Chace. Is he not * 
Return'd? | 

Laura, 

No. When your Father to the King, 
Who now expiring lies, was call'd in haſte, 
He ſent each way his Meſſengers to find him; 
With ſuch a Look of Ardor and Impatience, 
As if this near Event was to Count TAN EB 
Of more Importance than I comprehend. 

SIGISMUNDA, 

There lies, my LauRa, o'ermy TAN RE D's Birth 
A Cloud I cannot pierce. With princely Coſt, 
Nay, with Reſpect, which oft I have obſerv'd, 
Stealing at times ſubmiſſive o'er his Features, 
In Belmont's Woods my Father rear'd this Youth— 
Ah Woods! where firſt my artleſs Boſom learnt 
The Sighs of Love.—He gives him, out the Son. 
Of an old Friend, a Baron of Apulidy- 
Who in the late Cruſadobravely fell. 
Bur then tis ſtrange ; is all his Family = 15 
KY 2 2 Ag 


1 1 n 


{ 


SIGISMUNDA 34 


As well as Father dead? and all their Friends 
Except my Sire, the generous good SirrRED1 ? 
Had he a Mother, Siſter, Brother left, 
The laſt Remain of Kindred, with what Pride. 
* What Rapture, might they fly o'er Earth and Sea, 


To claim this riſing Honour of their Blood! 
This bright Unknown! this all-accompliſh*dYouth! 


< N 9 


Who charms—too much—the Heart of Sici1s- 


MUN DAI! 


La URA, perhaps our Brocher knows him better, | 


The Friend and Partner of his freeſt Hours. 
What ſays Ropol H? Does he _— credit 
This — of his Birth? 
LAURA. 
He has ſometim 


Like: you, his Doubts; yet, when maturely weigh'd, 


Believes it true. As for Lord TaxcreD's Self, 
He never entertain'd the ſlighteſt Thought 


That verg'd to Doubt; but oft laments his State, 


By cruel F ortune ſo ill- pair d to yours. 
SrolsuuxpA. 


Merit like his, the Fortune of the Mind, 


Beggars all Wealth— Then to your Brother, 


LavuRaz, 
He talks of me? 
a) LavRa. 


Of nothing elſe. Howe'er 


The Talk begin, it ends with S1GI$MUNDA. 
Their Morning, Noon- ride, and their Evening 
S 
Are full of you and all the Woods of Belmont | 
Inamour' d with your Name 
S1GISMUNDA, 
Away, my Friend ; 
You flatter—yet the dear Deluſion charms. 
Laune 
No, sroauuup A, tis the ſtricteſt Truth, 


n Nor 


F<, 


Y 


4: T AN CRE D and 
Nor half the Truth, I tell you. Even with F ond- 
neſs | 


My Brother taiks for ever of the Paſſion, 


That fires young TancRED'S Breaſt, So much 
it {ſtrikes him, 
He praiſes Love as if he were a Lover. 
He blames the falſe Purſuits of vagrant Youth, 
Calls them gay Folly, a miſtaken Struggle 
Againſt beſt-judging Nature. Heaven, he ſays, 
In laviſh Bounty form'd the Heart for Love; 
In Love included all the finer Seeds | 
Of Honour, Virtue, Friendſhip, pureſt Bis be 
SIGISMUNDA, © 
Virtuous RopoL PHO | 
"Lavra. 
Then his pleaſing Theme. 
He varies to the Praiſes of EN 
 SIGISMUNDA, 
And what, my LavRa, ſays he on that Subject? 
x AURA. 
He ſays that, tho* he were not nobly born, 
Nature has form*d him noble, generous, brave, 
Truely magnanimous, and warmly ſcorning 
Whatever bears the ſmalleft Taint of Baſenels : 
That every eaſy Virtue is his own; 
Not learnt by painful Labour, but inſpir'd, 
Implanted in his Sou Chiefly one Charm 
He in his graceful Character obſerves : 

That tho? his Paſſions burn with high Impatience, 
And ſometimes, from a noble Heat of Nature, 
Are ready to fly off, yet the-leaſt Check 
Of ruling Reaſon brings them 2 to — | 
And rome Softneſs. 

SIGISMUNDA, 


True! O true, RoporPeno! . 
Bleſt be thy kindrid Worth for loving his ! 


He is all Warmth, all amiable Fire, 
All quick Heroic Ardor ! temper*d ſoft 


SIGISMUNDA 5 
With Gentleneſs of Heart,' and manly Reaſon ! 
If Virtue were to-wear-a human Form, 
To light it with her Dignity and Flame, 5 
Then ſoftening rx her Smiles and tender Graces,” 
O ſhe would chuſe the Perſon of my Tax RED! 
Go on, my Friend, go on, and ever you him; 
The Subject knows no Bounds, nor can I tire, 
While my Breaſt trembles to that ſweeteſt Muſick! 
The Heart of Woman taſtes no truer Joy, 
Is never flatter*d with fuch dear Enchantment 
»Tis more than ſelfiſn Vanity—as: wen 
She hears the Praiſes of the Man ſhe e 
A 
Madam, your Father comes. 


tod £963 9 05 Nee 
5s CEN E II. 


SIFFREDI, SIGISMUNDA, LAURA. 
S1FFREDLI. 

[To an Attendant as be enters. 
EE 7, | Lord Tancsep then 
Is found? | | 
ATTENDANT. 

My Lord, he quickly will be woo 


Il I fearce could keep before him, tho? he bid me 


Speed on, to ſay he would attend your. Orders. 
SIFFREDI, © 
Tis well—retire--You, too, my Daughter, leave me. 
SIGISMUNDA, | 
I go, wy Father But how fares the 821355 5 
| SIFFREDTI, 
He is no more. Gone to that awful State, 
Where Kings the Crown wear only - their Virtues. 


 S1615- 


6 TANCRED and 
SIGISMUNDA. 
How bright muſt then be his This Stroke i is 
ſudden. 
He was this Morning well, when to the Chace 
Lord Tax cRED went. | 
A's OIFFREDI. 
| vs 'Tis true. But at his Years 
Death exſhort otice—Dropping Nature then, 
1 Guſt of Ra e 
His Death, my Daughter, was that happy Period 
Which few attain. The Duties oſ his Day 
Were all diſcharg d, and gratefully enjoy*d 
It's nobleſt Bleſſings; calm, as Evening Skies, 
Was his pure Mind, and lighted up with Hopes 
That open Heaven; when, for his laſt long Sleep 
Timely prepar*d, a Laſſitude of Life, 
A pleaſing Wearineſs of mortal Joy, | 
Fell on his Soul, and down he ſunk to Reſt. 


- O may my Death be ſuch! He but one Wiſh 
L Left unfulfilbd, which was to ſee Count Tau- 
\CRED 7 | 
S1G1SMUNDA. ” 

To ſee Count Tanons 5 Pardon me, my 

Lord- 
SirrREPi. 

For what, my Daughter? But, with ſuch Emo- 
Hol, * - 

Why did you ſtart at Mention ok Caune TaAx- 
CRED? | 1 
8 SIGISMUNDA. 


Nothing only hop'd the dying King „ 
Might mean to make ſome generous juſt: Pro- 
* e 
For this your worthy Charge, this noble Orphan. 
OIFFREDI, f 
And he has done it largely Leave me now 
I want ſome private Conference with Lord Ta x- 


1.2 e "CRRD. * 
SCENE | 


SIGHSMU N D A. 7 


55 | 
SCENE III. 


S alone. 


My Doubts are but too true If theſe old Eyes 
Can trace the Marks of Love, a mutual Paſſion 
Has ſeiz'd, I fear, my Daughter and this Prince, 
My Sovereign now——Should it be ſo? Ah there, 
There lurks a brooding Tempeſt, that may ſhake - 
My long-concerted'Scheme, to ſettle firm 

The publick Peace and Welfare, which the King 
Has made the prudent Baſis of his Wi 
Away! unworthy Views! you ſhall not tempt me 
Nor Intereſt nor Ambition ſhall ſeduce 

My fixt Refolve——periſh the ſelfiſh Thought, 


Which.our own Good prefers to that of Millions = 
He comes---my OY mg of his Fortune. 


Wo 8 8 — 1 WC «4 =—_— a | a 1 
4 — f oy - 7 


TANCRED. SIFFREDI. 


_Tancr). 
1 fark Sr in yo Looks I read, 


Confirm -d, the mournful News that fly abroad. . 


From Tongue to Tongue---We chen at laſt, 8 
loſt 


The you old King? 
S1FFREDI, © 
Yes, we have loſt a Father! 
an teſt Bleſſing Heaven beſtows on Mortals, 
nd {ſeldom found amidſt theſe Wilds of Time. 


© 8900, a worthy BAG NOT me, my TAN 
„000 And 


"FP TANCRED and 
And! will tell thee, in a few plain Words, 
How he deſerv'd that beſt that glorious Title, 
*Tis nought complex, tis clear as Truth and 
| Virtue. : 
He lov'd his People, deem'd them all his Children; 
The Good exalted and depreſs'd the Bad. 
He ſpurn' d the flattering Crew, with Scorn re- 
JJ 2 | | 
Ther ſmooth Advice that only means themſelves, 
Their Schemes to aggrandize him into Baſeneſs: 
Nor did he leſs diſdain the ſecret Breath, 
The whiſfger'd Tale, that blights a virtuous Name. 
He ſought alone the Good of Thoſe for whom 
He was entruſted with the ſovereign Power : 
Well knowing that a People in their Rights 
And Induftry protected; living ſafe 
5 Beneath the ſacred Shelter of the Laws, 
Encourag'd in their Genius, Arts, and Labours, 
And happy each as he himſelf deſerves, | 
Are ne*cr ungrateful. With unſparing Hand 
They will for Him provide : their filial Love 

And Confidence are his unfailing Treaſure, 

And every honeſt Man his faithful Guard. 
| TANCRED. 
A general Face gf Grief'o*crſpreads the City. 

I mark'd the People, as I hither came, : 
In Crouds aſſembled, ſtruck with ſilent Sorro 
And pouring forth the nobleſt Praiſe of Tears. 
Thoſe whom Remembrance of their former Woes, 
And long Experience of the vain Illuſions : 

Of youthful Hope, had into wiſe Conſent 

And Fear of Change gorrected, wrung their Hands, 
And often caſting up their Eyes to Heaven 

Gave ſign of ſad Conjecture. Others ſhew*d, 
Athwart their Gnef, or real or affected, 

A Gleam of Expectation, from what Chance 
And Change might bring. A mingled Murmur run 

Along the Srreets; and, from the lonely Court 


* . 
SIGISMUN DA. 9 


Of him who can no more affiſt their Fortunes, 
I ſaw the Courtier-Fry, with eager haſte, 
All hurrying to ConSTANTIA. 
/ SIFFREDI. 
Noble Youth! 
I} joy to hear 8 Thee theſe Juſt Reflexions, 
Worthy of riper Vears But it they ſeek 
ConsTANTIA, truſt me, they miſtake their Courſe. 
TANCRED. 
How! Is ſhe not, my Lord, the late King's Siſter, 8 
Heir to the Crown of Sicily ? the laſt | 
Of our fam*d Norman Line, and now gur Queen? 4 
SIFFREDI. 5 
Taxen Ep, 'tis true; ſhe is the late King's Siſter, 7 
The ſole ſurviving Offspring of that Tyrant 
WILLIAM tbe Bad ſo for his Vices ſtil'd; 
Who ſpilt much noble Blood, and fore oppreſs'd 
'Th' exhauſted Land: whence grieyqus Wars aroſe; 
And many a dire Convulſion ſhook the State. 
When He, whole Death $:94/i2 mourns to-day, + 
WILLIAM, who has and well deſerv'd the Name 
Of Good, ſucceeding to his Father's Throne, 
Reliev*d his Country's Woes—But to return 


She is the late King s Siſter, born ſome Months 
After the Tyrant's Deaths but not next Heir. 


ONE 
You much ſurprize me May I then © 
To aſk who 18? | | 
_- SIFFREDI. OR 

Come nearer, noble Taxcrzo, 
Son of my Care ! I muſt, on this occaſion, 
Conſult thy generous Heart; which, when conducted 
By Rectityde of Mind and honeſt Virtues, 
Gives better Coumſel than the hoary Head 
Then know, there lives a Prince, here in Palermo, 
The lineal Offspring of our famous Heroe, 
RocxRx the . 


Go. 2777 Taxex Bb. 


10 FAN CRE D ard 


TANCR ED. 
Great Heaven How far remov'd 


From chat our 2 Founder? 


StFFREPDI. | 
His great Grandſon : 
Sprung fon his eldeſt Son, who died untimely, 


75 Before his Father. 


 TANCRED. 
"OE Ha! the Prince you mean 
Is he not MAxTRED's Son? The generous, brave, 
UnhappyManrzeD! whom the Tyrant WILLIAM, 
You juſt now mention'd, not content to ſpoil 
Of his paternal Crown, threw into F etters, 


And infamouſly murder'd. 


SIFFREDI. ; 3 
Ves the ſame. 
TAN CRE D. 


| BY Heavens! X joy to find our Norman Reign, 


The Light of Earth amidſt theſe barbarous Ages! 
Yet rears it's head; and ſhall not, from the Lance, 
Paſs to the feeble Diſtaff—But this Prince 
Where has he lain conceal'd ? 
|  SIFFREDT. 
The late good King, 
By noble Pity mov*'d, contriv*d to fave him 
From his dire Father's unrelenting Rage; 
And had him rear'd in private, as became 
His Birth and Hopes, with high and princely Nurture. 
Till now, too young to rule a troubled State, 
By Civil Broils moſt miſerably torn, 5 
He in his ſafe Retreat has lain conceald. » 
His Birth and Fortune to himſelf unknown ; "aps 
But when the dying King to me entruſted, 
As to the Chancellor of the Realm, his Will, 
His Succeſſor he nam'd him. 
TAxcREB. 
Happy Youth! 


He then will riumph o'er his Father's Foes, 


O'er 


SIGISMUNDA if 
O'er haughty OsMoND, and the Tyrant's Daughter, 


SIFFREDI.-.. 
Ay, That is what I dread—that Hear of Youth ; 
There lurks, I fear, Perdition to the State. 
I dread the Horrors of rekindled War : 
Tho? dead, the Tyrant ftill is to be fear'd ; 
His Daughter's Party ſtill is ſtrong, and numerous: 
Her Friend, Earl OsMon p, Conſtable of Sicily, 
Experienc'd, brave, high- —— of mighty Intereſt. 
Better the Prince and Princeſs ſhould by Marriage 
Unite their Friends, their Intereſt and their Claims: 
Then will the Peace and Welfare of the Land | 5 
On a firm Baſis riſe. \ 
| TASCAED..: | 
My Lord StxzreDi, | 
If by myſelf I of this Prince may judge, x 
That Scheme will ſcarce ſucceed - Your prudent Age 
In vain will counſel, if the Heart forbid it 2 
But wherefore fear? The Right is clearly his 
And, under your Direction, with each Man I 
Of Worth, and ſtedfaſt Loyalty, to baccg 
At once the King's Appointment and his Birthright, 
here is no ground for Fear. They have great Odds, i 
Againſt the aſtoniſh'd Sons of Violence, 
Who fight with awful Juſtice on their Side. 
All Szcily will rouze, all faithful Hearts 
Will ragge themſelves around Prince Nan $ 


— 


Son. 
For me, I here 333 me to. the Serniee 
Of this young Prince ; I every Drop of Blood 8 


Will loſe with Joy, wth Tranſport, in his 3 
Pardon my Warmth - but That, my Lord, will 
rr 
To this Deciſion come Then find Prince 3 

Loſe not a Moment to awaken in him 

The Royal Soul. Perhaps he now deſponding 

Pines in a Corner, and laments his Fortune 3 - | 
That in the narrow Bounds of private Life 


COS | He 


i TANCKRED and 
He muſt confine his Aims, thoſe ſwelling Virtues 
OW hich from his noble Father he inherits. 
3 | SIFFREDI. | 
Perhaps, regardleſs, m the common Bane 
Of Youth he melts, in Vanity and Love. 
Hut if the Seeds of Virtue glow within him, 
I will awake a higher Senſe, a Lo “e | 
That graſps the Loves and Happinefs of Millions. 
| TANCRED. 1 
Why that Surmiſe? Or ſhould he love, Si F FRE DT, 
I doubt not, it is nobly, which will raiſe 
And antmate his Virtues . O permit me 
To plead the Cauſe of Youth-—— Their Virtue oft, 
In Fleaſure's ſoft Enchagtment. lull'd a while, 
E>rgetrs itſelf ; it ſleeps and gayly dreams, 
Till great Occaſion rouſe it : Then, all Flame, 
It walks abroad, with heighten*d Soul and Vigour, 
And by the Change aſtoniſhes the World. 
Even with a kind of Sympathy, I feel 
The Joy that waits this Prince ; when all the Powers, 
'Th* expanding Heart can wiſh, of doing good; 
1 Whatever ſwells Ambition, or exalts 
! : The human Soul into divine Emotions, 
4 All croud at once upon him. 
'  SIFFREDI. 
Ti | Ah, my TAancRED, 
1 Nothing ſo eaſy as in Speculation, 
WS |: And at a diſtance ſeen, the Courſe of Honour, 
| A fair delightful Champian ſtrew'd with Flowers. 
But when the Practice comes; when our fond Paſſions, 
Pleaſure and Pride and Self- Indulgence throw | 
| Their magic Duſt around, the Proſpect roughens : 
Ll | Then dreadful Paſles, craggy Mountains riſe, 
3 Cliffs to be ſcal'd, and Torrents to be ſtem'd : 
n. Then Toll enſues, and Perſeverance ſtern \ 
And endleſs Combats with our groſſer Senſe, 
Oft loſt, and oft renew'd ; and generous Pain 
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| SIGISMUNDA. 13 
For others felt; and, harder Leſſon (till! © 
Our honeſt Bliſs for others ſacrific d; 
And all the rugged Taſk of Virtue quails 
The ſtouteſt Heart of common Reſolution. 
Few get above this turbid Scene of Strife, £5 
Few gain the Summit, breathe that pureſt Air, 
That heavenly Ether, which untroubled ſees 
The Storm of Vice and Paſſion rage below. 
: | TancReD. "ie 2 NY 
Moſt true, my Lord. But why thus augure Ill? 
You ſeem to doubt this Prince. I know him not. 
Yet oh, methinks, my Heart could anſwer for him! 
The Juncture is fo high, ſo ſtrong the Gale 
That blows from Heaven, as thro? the deadeſt Soul 
Might breathe the godlike Energy of Virtue. 
| 955 SiErn Eo. 
Hear him, immortal Shades of his great Fathers l- 
Forgive me, Sir, this Trial of your Heart: 
Thou! Thou art he! | SEE 
4 , 
0 SIFFREDI! 
S1FFREDIL, 
4 > | T ANCRED, thou! 
Thou art the Man, of all the many Thouſands, 
That toil upon the Boſom of this Iſle, 
By Heaven elected to command the reſt, 
To rule, protect them, and to make them happy 
TAN RED. | 
MaAxrRED my Father! I the laſt Support 
S, Of the fam'd Norman Line, that awes the World! 
| II who this Morning wander'd forth an Orphan, 
: O.utcaſt of all but Thee, my ſecond Father! 
Thus call'd to Glory ! to the firlt great Lot - 
Of Human Kind !-—O wander-working HAND 
That, in majeſtic Silence, ſways at will 
The mighty Movements of unbounded Nature; 8 
5 O grant me HEAVEN ! the Virtues to ſuſtain ' 37 
or This awful Burden of ſo many Heroes! * 


4 7 ) { 
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24 TANCKED aw - 
Let me not be exalted into Same, 
Set up the worthleſs Pageant of vain Grandeur! 
Meantime I thank the Juſtice of the Kipg,. 
Who has my Right bequeath'd me. Thee, Sir- 
FREDI, 
I thank Thee—O I Ne, er enough can thank Thee! 
Yes, thou haſt been—thou art — ſhalt be my Father | 
Thou ſhalt direct my unexperienc'd Years, 
Shalt be the ruling Head, and I the Hand, 
- SIFFREDI. 
It is enough for me to ſee my Sovereign 
Aſſert n and maintain his Honour. 
TANCRED. — 
1 n my Lord, you ſaid the King committed 
To you his Will. I hope it is not clogg'd | 
With any baſe Conditions, any Clauſe, | 
, To tyrannize my Heart, and to ConsT ANTIA 
Enſlave my Hand devoted to another. 
The Hint you juſt now gave of that Allian e, 
You muſt imagine, wakes my Fear. Rat know, 
In this alone I will not bear Diſpute, 
Not even from Thee, Sir FREDI ET or the Council 
Be ſtrait aſſembled, and the Will there open'd: 
Thence iſſue ſpeedy Orders to convene, 
This Day ere Noon, the Senate: where thoſe . = 
Who now are in Palermo, will attend, 
To pay their ready Homage to their King, 
Their rightful King, who claims his native Crown, 
And will not be a King of Deeds and Parchments. 
| S1IFFREDI. | 
I go, my Liege. But once again permit me 
To tell you Now, now, is the trying Criſis, 
That muſt determine of your future Reign. 


O with Heroic Rigour watch your Heart | 
And to the ſoyereign Duties of the King, E 
_ Th unequal'd Pleaſures of a God on Earth, [5 


Submit the common, Joys, the common Paſſions, | 
Nay, even the Virtues hs the private Man, \ 
; | Tat 


ly 


We enjoy'd 


L 


____ TancrED. 
Of That no more. They not oppoſe, but aid, 
Invigorate, cheriſh, and reward each other. 
The kind all-ruling WISDOM is no Tyrant. 


| EE 9 5s N Er ay cr er cr er er er r 
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ITANcRED one. TB 


Now, generous SIGISMUND A, comes my Turn, 
To ſhew my Love was not of thine unworthy, 


When Fortune bade me bluſh to look to Thee. 


But what is Fortune to the Wiſh of Love? 

A miſerable Bankrupt! O ' tis poor, 

*Tis ſcanty all, what&er we can beſtow! R 
The Wealth of Kings is Wretchedneſs and Want! 
Quick, let me find Her! taſte chat higheſt Joy, 
Th' exalted Heart can know, the mint. Effuſſon 

Of Gratitude and Love! Behold, She comes!” 


S eee eee eee eee 


SCENE VI. 
TANCRED. . SIGISMUNDA. 


| Taxck ED. 
My fluttering Soul was all on Wing to find Thee, 
My Love! my Sic1sMunDa! 

SIGISMUNDA, 
7 O my b 
Tel me, what means this Myſtery and Gloom 
That lowrs around? Juſt now, involv'd in a 
My Father ſhot athwart me Tou, my Lord, 
Seem ftrangely mov'd ] fear ſome dark Event 
From the King” $ Death to trouble our Repoſe, 
That tender Calm we in the Woods of Belmont 
—Explain this Hurry, 

What means it? Say. HERE 


Tan” 


16 TANCRED and 
Taxcre. 
It means that we are happy! 
Berend 0 our maſt romantic Wiſhes happy! 
SIGISMUNDA, 
Tou but perplex me more, 
TAN cRED, 
1 ps It means, my Faireſt! 
That thou art Queen of Sicily ; and I 
The happieſt of Mankind ! than Monarch more ! 
_ Becauſe with Thee I can adorn my Throne. | 
ManF&ED, who fell by Tyrant WiLL1am's Rage, 
Fam'd RoczER's lineal Iſſue, was my Father. 1 
. 
Tou droop, my Love; dejected on a ſudden; 
You ſeem to mourn my Fortune The — Tear 
Springs im thy Eye O let me kiſs it oft- 
Why 2 my SIGISMUNDA ? 
SIGISMUNDA. 
Royal TancgRED, 
None at your glorious Fortune can like m 
Rejoice; yet me alone, of all Sicilians, 
It makes unhappy. 


Tancazr. 
I ſhould hate it then! 
| Should throw, with Scorn, the ſplendid Ruin * 
me 
No, S1618MUNDA, tis my Hope with Thee 
To ſhare it, whence it draws it's richeſt Value. 
S1G1SMUNDA, | 
You are my Sovereign I at humble Diſtance— 
TANCRED. 
Thou art my Queen ! the Sovereign of my Soul! 
You never reign'd with ſuch triumphant Luſter, 
Such winning Charms as now ; yet, thou art till 
The dear, the tender, generous S1GI1SMUNDA ! 
Who, with a Heart exalted far above . 
Thoſe ſelfiſh Views that charm the common Breaſt, 
N from the Height of LY and courted Beauty, 


Then, 


0 1 her Af Were I this ics 


Ll 


3 


16 18 M t N b A. ks | 


Then, then, to love me, when I ſeem'd of f Fortune 
The hopeleſs Outcaſt, when I had no Friend, 
None to protect and own me but thy F ather. 


And would'ſt thou claim all Goodnch to © hi 


Canſt thou thy TAN cRED deem ſo dully form?d,. 
Of ſuch groſs Clay, juſt as I reach the Point— | 
A Point my wildeſt Hopes could never image 
In that great Moment, full of eyery Virtue, 
That I ſhould then ſo mean a Traytor prove 
To the beſt Bliſs and Honour of Mankind. 
So much diſgrace the human Heart, as chen, 
For the dead Form of Flattery and Pom 
The faithleſs Joys of Courts, to quit kind Truth, 
The cordial Sweets of Friendſhip. and of Love, 
The Life of Life ! my All, my Sr oisMuNDο⁰ 
I could upbraid thy Fears, call them Unkind, 
Cruel, unjuſt, an Outrage to my Heart, 
Did they not mh from Love. : 
SIGISM UNDA,. 

Think. not, my PR 
That to ſuch N Doubts I can deſcend. 
Your Heart, I know, diſdains the little . 


Of changing with the vain external Change 


Of Circumſtance and Fortune. Rather thence | : 


It would, with riſing Ardor, greatly feel 


A noble Pride to ſhew itſelf the ſame, 
But, ah! the Hearts of Kings are not their own. 5 
There is a haughty Duty that fubjects them | 
To Chains of State, to wed the publick Welfare, / 
And not indulge the tender private Virtues, 


Some high - deſcended Princeſs, who will bring 


Jo Power and Intereſt to your Throne — OY 
our royal Hand perhaps ConSTANTLA—— 
CANCRED. 


1 


And d ag?d as he who never fe 3 94 5 
The Powerhul Eye of Bravty, never gra. * 3 


18 TANCAEDGad 


For matchleſs Worth like thine, I ſhould abhor 
All Thoughts of that Alliance. Her fell Father 


| Moſt baſely murder*d mine; and ſhe, the Daughters 


Supported by his barbarous Party (till, 

His Pride inherits, his imperious Spirit, 

And inſolent Pretenſions to my Throne. 

8 canſt thou deem me then ſo poorly tame, 
cool a Traitor to miy Father's Blood, 1 

As from the prudent Cowardice of State N 

E' er to ſubmit to ſuch a baſe Propoſal? 

Deteſted Thought! O doubly, doubly hateful! 


3 


From the two ſtrongeſt Paſſions; from Averſion ; 


To this ConsrwwxTia—and en Love to Thee. 
Cuſtom, 'tis true, a venerable Tyrant, 


C'er ſervile Man extends her blind Dominion: 


| 


The Pride of Kings enſlaves them; their Ambition, 
Or Intereſt, lords it o'er the better Paſſions. 
But vain their Talk, maſk*d under ſpecious Words 
Of Station, Duty. and of Public Good : | 
They whom juſt Heaven has to a Throne exalted, 
To guard the Rights and Liberties, of others, 
What Duty binds them to betray their own? 
For me, my freeborn Heart ſhall bear no Dictates, 
But thoſe of Truth and Honour; wear no Chains, 
But the dear Chains of Love ahd SIGI$MUNDAL 
Or if indeed my Choice mult be directed 4 
By Views of Publick Good, whom ſhall I chuſe 
So fit to grace to dignify* a Crown, _ 
And beam ſweet Mercy on a happy People, 
As Thee, my Love ? whom place upon my Throne 
But Thee, deſcended from the good SirrrtDi? 
"Tis fit that Heart be thine, which drew from him 
Whate' er can make it worthy thy e * 

5 SIGISMUNDA, 
Ceaſe, ceale, to raiſe my Hopes above my Duty. 
Charm me no more, my TAN DO that We 
In thoſe bleſt Woods, where firſt you won my Soul, 
" Had paſs d de ok ea a > far 17 the e 
; And 


1 * 


81018 MUND. „ 


And Pomp of Courts! Such is the Wiſh of Love; 
Of Love, that, with delightful Weakneſs, Knows 
No Bliſs and no Ambition but itſelf. 
But, in the World's full Light, thoſe charming 
Dreams, 
Thoſe fond Illuſions vaniſh, Awful Duties, 
The Tyranny of Men, even your own Heart, 
Where lurks a Senſe your Paſſion ſtifles now, 
And proud imperious Honour call you from me. 
Tis all in vain— You cannot huſh a Voice = 
That murmurs here—1 muſt not be perſuaded ! 
TANCRED,' kneeling. | 
Hear me, thou Soul of all my Hopes and Witſhes ! 
And witneſs, Heaven! Prime Source of Love =y 
- lap. ht 1441: 
Not a whole warring World combin'd againft 1 me b- 
It's Pride, it's Splendor, it's impoſing Form,, 
Nor Intereſt, nor Ambition, nor the Face + (1 
Of ſolemn State, not even thy Father's Wiſdom, | | 
Shall ever ſhake, my Faith to St61$MUNDA a 
{Trumpets and Acclamations beard. 
But, hark the Publick Voice to Duties calls me, 
Which with unweary'd Zeal I will diſcharge z / 
And Thou, yes Thou, ſhalt be my bright Reward— 
Yet—ere I goto huſh thy lovely Feats, 
Thy delicate eee [writes his Name. 
Pazke this Blank, 8 
Sin d wich my "pm: and give it to thy F ather: 2 
Tell him 'tis my Command, it be filld uß 
With a molt ſtrict and ſolemn Niantags etre 
How dear each Tie! how charming to my Soul! 
That more: unites me to my SIGISMUNDA. 


For Ther and for my People $ Good to live, ih 
ls all the Bliſs TORE merges Power can ive. Wy 
wor 35113 H z lj 1 h 4 
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T AN CRE D and 


SIFFREDI alone. 


O far *tis well The late King? s Will teal 
Upon the Plan I counſel, d; that Prince Ta N 
CRED 
Shall make ConSTANTIA Diner of his Throne. 
O great, O wiſhd Event! whence the dire Seeds 
Of dark inteſtine Broils, of Civil War, | 
And all it's dreadful Miſeries and Crimes, 
Shall be for ever rooted from the Land. 
May theſe dim Eyes, long blaſted by the Rage 
Of cruel Faction and my Country's Woes, © 
Tir'd with the Toils and Vanities of Life, 
Behold this Period, then be clos'd in Peace! 

But how this mighty Obſtacle ſurmount. 
Which Love has thrown betwixt ? Love, that diſturbs, 
The Schemes of Wiſdom Ra that wing'd dice 

Paſſion, 
Blind and impetuous in it's fond Purſuits, . 
Leaves the grey-headed Reaſon far behind | 
Alas! how frail the State of human Blifs! 
When even our honeſt Paſſions oft deſtroy it, _ 
I was to blame, in Solitude and Shades. 
Infectious Scenes! to truſt their youthful Hearts. 
Would I had mark'd the riſing Flame! that now 


Burn 
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_ ConsTANTIA. pr 


SIGISMUNDA 2 
Burns out with dangerous Force--My Daughter ow 
Lag Hot 4 King; ſhe . ones i, 


Wich Prayers and Tears and tender Supplications, . 


That almoſt ſhook my Firmnefs—And this Blank, 
Which his raſh 8 gave her, ſhews how much, 
To what a wild Extravagance he loves 


1 ſee no Means—it foils my deepeſt Thought — 


How to controul this eſs of t King, 
That wears the Face of Virtue, will thence 
Diſdain Reſtraint, will from his generous Heart 
Borrow new Rage, even ſpeciouſly oppoſe 
To Reaſon Reafon—But E muſt be done. 
My own Advice, of which E more and more 
ap 2 the ſtrict Conditions of the Will, 
ly demand his Marriage wick Cons r AN TIA; 

Or . her Party has a fair Pretence, 
And all, at once, is Horror and Confuſion 
How iſſue from this Maze? The crouding n 
Here ſummon' d to, the Palace, meet already, _ 
To pay their Homage, and confirm the Will. 
On a few. Momen OR ER gs the Publick Fate, 
On a few haſty Moraemts—Ha! there ſhone © 
A Gleam of Hope—Yes—with this. very Pipes 
] yet will fave lum—Neceflary Means 
For good and noble Ends can F 
In — reſiſtleſs, that peculiar Caſe, 6 
Deceit is Truth and . how hold | 

his Lion in the Tail? -O 1 wil form it 

ſuch a fatal Thread, twiſt it ſo ſtrong. 

With all the Ties of FARO and of Duty. 5 
That his moſt deſpe 


1 * . 1 8 
2 1 Fan x JD 1 
I will beneath it writes perfect 


And abſolute Agreement to arg Uh 
Which read before the. Nobles Fed: the Realm 
0 


Aſſembled, in the facred Face 


2 


* 


Fix*d on theis Monaxch, e. 
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He muſt ſubmit, his Dream of Love muſt vani 1 
It ſhall be done To me, I know, tis Ruin; 5 
But Safety to the Publick, tq.the gg.. 
Iwill not reaſon more, Iwill not liſten . 
Even to the Voice of Honour No tis f dl r. 
I here devote me for my Prince and Country; 
Let them be ſafe, and let me nobly pe rin 
Behold Earl Os M oNο comes; without mage A 
My Schemes are ! in vain. 


"SCENE 1 ao of 
| Oxon. 3 vida 
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4 . 


5 LE .OsmonD.. 3 
. My Lord SirrREDt, 
1 en the Coden haſten'd to Cos AN TIA, ET | 
And have accompliſh*d what we there propo&d. 
The Princeſs to the Will ſubmits her Claims. 
She with her 8 — gp means to grace the Senate, 5 
Andof your royal Charge young TAxcRPD's Hand 
Accept. At A indeed, it ſhock'd her Hopes 
Of reigning ſole, this new ſurprizing Scene 
Of Manyrt Son, appointed by the King 
With Her Joint-Heir But I fo fully ſhew'd”. 
The Juſtice of the Cafe, the-publick — 
And fure eſtabliſn'd Peace which thence would riſe, 
Join'd to the ſtrong Neceſſity that urg*d her, Pre 
If on Sicilia's Throne the meant to tir, OE + 
5 As to the wiſe Diſpofal of the Will 
Her high Ambition tam' d. Methought, dente, 
I could | diſc ern that not from Prudence meerlxe 
She to r ſubmitted. 9 J 
en S1ergebr;” 2 
| OR Noble OsMonD, ae 
You have 1 in 65 done to the Publit —_— 
And ſignal Service! Tes, I muſt avow it; — 
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| Diviſion from the Land, and fave my Country, 
I had been baſe, been inamdus for ever. 


ö S 1 MN. * 
This frank and ready Inſtance of your Zeal, 


In ſuch aà trying Criſis of the State, 


When Intereſt and Ambition might have warp "a 
Your Views; I own,, this truly generous Virtue 
Upbraids the Raſhneſs of my former Judgment. % 
O$MonD.... | 
Siri, no—To you belon s the Praiſe z. 
The glorious Work is yours. Had I not ſeiz d, 
Improv'd the wiſh'd Occaſion to root out 


„ 


*Tis You, my Lord, to whom the man Thouſands, 
That-by the barbarous Sword of Civil War 

Had fallen inglorious, owe their Lives; to You 
The Sons of this fair Iſle, from her firſt Peers 


Down to the Swain who tills her golden Plains, 


Owe their ſafe Homes, their ſoft domeſtick Hours, 
And thro” late Time Poſterity ſhall bleſs you, 
You who advis'd this-Will-—I bluſh to think, 


I have ſo long oppos'd the beſt good Man 


In Sicily With what impartial Care Foes 
25 we to watch o'er Prejudice and Paſſion, 
truſt too much the jaundic d Eye of Party 1 


Henceforth it's vain Deluſions I renounce, 


It's hot Determinations, that confine 
All Merit and all Virtue to itſelf. 


To yours I join my Hand; with you will own _ 
No Intereſt and no Party but my Country. 


Nor. is your F riendſhip only my Ambition: 
There is a dearer Name, the Name 8 F ather, 
By which I ſhould rejoice to call StFFREDI., 
Your Daughter's Hand would to the Publick Wen 
Unite my private Happineſs. 
| SIFFREDI, | 

„ 7 1 ' WO My Lord, 
You have my glad Conſent. To be allied 
To your diſtinguiſh'd Family, and Merit, 
I N eſteem — From * Soul 


14 TAN CRE D art 


I here embrace Earl O$monD as my Friend, 
And Son. | 


Os. 5 
You make him happy rk Ak" 

So frank and warm, to what, long have and 

Engages all my Gratitude; at once, 

In the firſt Bloſſom, it matures our Friendſhip. 

I from this Moment vow myſelf the Friend, 

And zealous Servant of S1 TI“ Houſe, = * 


Enter an Officer belonging to the Court. 


| OFrricer to SIFFREDI: 

The King, my Lord, demands your ſpeedyPreſencs; 
| SIFFREDIL, | | 
I will attend hin ſtrait—=Farewel, my Lord: 


The Senate meets ; there, a few Moments hence, 
I will rejoin you. +: th , 
OsMond. 
There, my noble La. 
We will compleat this ſalutary Work, pat). | 
Will there begin a new auſpicious Era, 


© EYE 2 8 ee OT: MA} IT 


ZTENE III. 


OSMonD alone. 


S1FFREDI gives his Daughter to my Wines. 
But does ſhe give herſelf? 3 and flatter d, 
Perhaps engag'd, will ſhe her youthful Heart 
Yield to my harſher, uncomplying Years? 
J am not form'd, by Flattery and Praiſe, 
By Sighs and Yours, and all the whining Trade - 
Of Le to feed a Fair-one*s Vanity; 
To charm at onee and ſpdil her. Theſe ſoft Arty 
Nor ſuit my Years nor Temper ; thiſe be left 
To Boys and doating Age. A prudent Father, 
* Nature charg d to guide and rule her Choice, - 
; Reſigns 


, 
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Reſigns his Daughter to a Huſband's Power, 
n Who with ſuperior Dignity, with Reaſon, 
And manly Tenderneſs, will ever love her; 


Not firſt a Knerling Slave, and then a Tyrant. f 
SAN a NG PR 8 > 8 


SCENE IV. 


1 | : 
OsMtoND. N BARON. 


Os MOND. | : 
My Lords, I greet you well. This wondrous Day 
Unites us all in Amity and Friendſhip. 
We meet to-day with open Hearts and Looks, - 
Not gloom'd by Party, ſcouling on each other, 
But all the Children of one happy Ifle, 
The ſocial Sons of Liberty. No Pride, 
No Paſſion now, no thwarting Views divide us: 
Prince MAN FRED's Line, at laſt, to WILLIAM 8 

join'd, 

Combines us in one F amily of Brothers. 
This to the late good King's well-order'd Will, 
And wiſe SIFFREDI'sS generous Care we owe. 


J truly give you Joy. Firſt of you all, 
I here renounce thoſe Errors and Diviſions 
That have ſo long diſturb'd our Peace, and ſeem'd, 


Fermenting ſtill, to threaten new Commotions— 


By Time inſtructed, let us not diſdain 


To quit Miſtakes. We all, my Lords, have err'd. 


Men may, I find, be honeſt tho they differ. 


| 1* BARON. 
Who follows not, mY y Lord, the fair Eikample - 
You ſet us all, whate' er be his Pretence, © 
Loves not with ſingle and unbiaſg*d Heart 


His Country as he ought. 


24 BARON. 
O beauteous Peace! 


Sweet Union of a State ! What as, bur Thou, 


E Fr Gives 


25  TANCRED and 
ves Safety, Strength, and Glory to a People 
I bow, Lord Conſtable, beneath the Snow 
Of many Years ; yet in my Breaſt revives 
A youthful Flame. Methinks, I ſee again 
Thoſe gentle Days renew*d, that bleſs'd our Iſle, 
Ere by this waſteful F ury of Diviſion, 
Worſe than our Ætna's moſt deſtructive Fires, 
It deſolated, funk. I fee our Plains 
Unbounded waving with the Gifts of Harveſt ; 
Our Seas with Commerce throng'd, our buſy Ports | 
With chearful Toil. Our Enna blooms afreſh ; 
Afreſh the Sweets of thymy Hybla flow. 
Our Nymphs and Shepherds, ſporting in each Vale, 
Inſpire new Song, and wake the paſtoral Reed 
The Tongue of Age is fond Come, come, my Sons 
J long to lee this Prince, of whom the World 
Speaks largely well His Father was my Friend, 
The brave unhappy MANFRED - Come, my Lords; 
We tarry here too long, 


- $-+ „ &-- FIY Tal *. 24 * *. LIT IX EN 
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SCENE V. 


Two OFFICERS, keeping off the Croud. 


One of the Croud. ö 
Shew us our King, 
The valiant MaxnFrzD's Son, who lov'd che 
People 
We muſt, we will behold him Give us way. 
1* OFFICER. 
Pray, Gentlemen, give back—it muſt not be— _ 
Give back, I pray—on ſuch a glad Occaſion 
I would not ill entreat the lowelt of you. 
24 MAN of the Croud. 
Nay, give us but a Glimpſe of our young Ling. 
We more than any Baron of them all 


Will pay him true Allegiance. 
c 3 | | 24 


SIGISMUNDA.- 7 
24 OrrIcxR. 
op mm T indeed 

You cannot 3 this Way— We have ſtrict Orders, 
To keep for Him himſelf, and for the Barons, 
All theſe Apartments clear—Go to the Gate 
That fronts the Sea—You there will find Admiſſion, 

Y ALL. 

8 live King TaxchED ManrReD's Son 

| Huzzal, [Croud goes off. 
I OFFICER. 

I do not marvel at their Rage of Joy : — 
He is a brave and amiable Prince. 
When in my Lord S1xrREDi's Houſe I he'd, 
Ere by his Favour I obtain'd this Office, 
I there remember well the young Count TAN cRE D- 
To ſee him and to love him were the ſame. 
He was ſo noble in his Ways, yet ſtill 
So affable and mild Well, well, old my 
Yet happy Days aw ait thee ! 
24 OFFICER. 
. Grant it Heaven! 
= We have ſeen ſad and troublous Times enough. 
He is, they ſay, to wed the late King's Siſter, 


Conse: 


1 Ox FICER, 
Friend, of That 1 greatly doubt. 

Or 1 miſfake, or Lord SrFrRE DIS Daughter 
The gentle Stoisuuxn & has his Heart. . 
If one may judge by kindly cordial Looks, 

And fond aſſiduous Care to pleaſe each other, 

Moſt certainly RE love O be they = 

As they deſerve! It were great Pity augAt 
Should part a matchleſs Pair : the Glory He, 
And She the blooming Grace of S:cily / 

24 OFriceR. 
My Lord Ropoueno comes. 


E 2 SCENE 


28 T AN c R E D and 


ede eee eee e e 
SCENE VI. 


RoDoreno, from the Sena te: 


x RopoLyno. 

hs My honeſt Friends, 

Tou may retire. [Officers go an 

A Storm is in the Wind. 

This Will perplexes all. No, Tax RED never 

Can ſtoop to theſe Conditions, which at once 

Attack his Rights, his Honour, and his Love. 

Thoſe wiſe old Men, thoſe plodding grave State- 
Pedants, - -- 

Forget the Courſe of Y oath; their crooked Prudence, 

To Baſeneſs verging ſtill, forgets N 

Into their fine-ſpun Schemes the generous. Heart, 

That thro' the Cobweb Syſtem burſting lays - 

Their Labours waſt&— So will this Buſineſs prove, 

Or I miſtake the King Back from the Pomp 

He ſeem'd at firſt to ſhrink ; and round his Brow 

Imark*d a gathering Cloud, when by his Side, 

As if deſign” d to ſhare the public Homage, 

He ſaw the Tyrant's Daughter. But confeſs'd, 

At leaſt to me, the doubling T empeſt frown'd, 

And ſhook his ſwelling 80105. when he heard 

Th? unjuſt the baſe Conditions of the Will. on 

Uncertain toſt, in cruel Agitation, l 

He oft, methought, addrefs d himſelf to ſpeak | 

And interrupt S1FFREDI; who appear'd, 


With conſcious haſte, to dread that Wee, Tag 


And hurry*d on——But hark! I hear a Noife, 
As if th* Aſſembly roſe?— Ha SIGISMUNDA, © 


Oppreſs'd with Grief and wrapt in penſive Sorrow, 
Paſſes —_— 


. | [S1613MUnDA and unden paſs thro? 
i the Back Scene. LAuR a advances. 


"SCENE 


* 


* 
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G Niere gwen es 
SCE NE VII. 


 RoDOLPHO, LAURA. 


| CAM ou 

Your high- prais'd F riend, the King, 
Is falſe, moſt vilely falſe! The meaneſt Slave 
Had ſhown a nobler Heart; ; nor groſsly thus, 
By the firſt Bait Ambition ſpread, been gulPd. 
He MANFRED's Son]! away! it cannot be! 
The Son of that brave Prince could ne er betray” > - 
Thoſe Rights ſo long _— from his great Fathers, 
Which he, this Day, by fuch amazing Fortune, - | 
Had juſt regain'd; he ne*'er could facrifice 
All Faith, all Honour, Gratitude and Love, 
Even juſt Reſentment of his Father's Fate, 
And Pride itſelf z whate'er exalts a Man 
Above the groveling Sons of Peaſant- Mud, 
All in a Moment—And for what? Why, truely 
For kind Permiſſion, gracious Leave, to ſit 
On his own- Throne with TIO WI LLIAM We 

mn, = 
Ropol pro, | 

1 ſtand amaztd— You ſurely wrong him, La URA; : 


There muſt be ſome Miſtake. 


LAURA.- - 
There can be none ! 

Sn read his full-and free Conſent, 
Before th* applauding Senate. True indeed, 
A ſmall Remain of Shame, a timorous Weakneſs, 
Even daſtardly in Falſhood, 'made him bluſh 
To act this Scene in St618MuUNDA'? s Eye, 
Who ſunk beneath his Perfidy and Baſeneſs. 
Hence, till to-morrow he adjourn'd the Senate 
To-morrow fix'd with Infamy 'to crown him ! 


* leading off his gay triumphant Princeſs, 
e 


30 TANCRED aw 

He left the poor unhappy St1GISMUNDA, 

To bend her trembling Steps to that fad Home 
His faithleſs Vows will render hateful to her— 
He comes—F arewel—I cannot bear his Preſence ! 


w e er u cr e . ur c yy E 
e E VIII. 


TANCRED, Spi Roborrno. 


Tax cRED, entering, to SIFTR EDI. 
Avoid me, hoary Traitor! — Go, RopoLeno, 
Give Orders that all Paſſages this Way 
Be ſhut— Defend me from a hateful World. 
The Bane of Peace and Honour—then return 
What! doſt Thou haunt me ſtill? O monſtrous 
Inſule b! 
Umparallel'd Indignity! Juſt Heaven! 
Was ever King, was ever Man ſo treated? 
So e into Baſeneſs 
195 SIT FREDI. 


* 


: Hlere, my Liege, 
Here ſtrike! 1 nor er, nor aſk tor Mercy. 
T ANCRED. 
Diftraftion!—O my Soul! Hold, Reaſon, hold 
Thy giddy Seat O this inhuman Outrage | 
Uahinges Thought! 
SIFFREDI, 
xd 062.3 Exterminate thy Servant! 
3 Tavcked;.: 
All, all but this 1 could have borne—but This! 
This daring Inſolence beyond Example 
This murderous Stroke that ſtabs my Peace for ever ! L: 


4 
* 
— 

» 


That wounds me there—there! where the human 1 


Heart 2 
Moſt. exquilitely kel : 


SirrREDI. 


Shall burſt like Threads in Flame ! 
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StrrR kpl. Tr 
O bear it not, 


My royal Lord! appeaſe on me your Vengeance 


TAN eRE OD. 
Did ever Tyrant image aught ſo cruel! 
The loweſt Slave that crawls upon this Earth, 
Robb' d of each Comfort Heaven beſtows on Mortals, 


On the bare Ground, has ſtill his Virtue left, 


The ſacred Treaſures of an honeſt Heart, 


Which thou haſt dar'd, with raſh audacious Hand, 


And i impious Fraud, in me to violate 
87 FFREDI, 

Behold, my Liege, that raſh audacious Hand, 
Wn not repents its Crime O glorious! nes 
If by my Ruin I can fave your Honour. 

TANCRED. 


Such Honour I renounce! with fovereign Scorn 
Greatly deteſt it, and its mean Adviſer ! 


Haſt thou not dar d beneath my Name to ſhelter— 
My Name for other Purpoſes deſign'd, 

Given from the Fondnels of a faithful Heart, 
With the beſt Love o'erflowing—haſt thou not 
Beneath thy Sovereign's Name baſely preſum'd 
To ſhield a Lye? a Lye! in Public utter'd, 

To all deluded Sicily ? But know, 

This poor Contrivance is as weak as baſe. 

In ſuch a wretched Toll none can be held 
But Fools and Cowards O thy flimſy Arts, 
Touch'd by my juſt my burning Indignation, 


Thy doating 


Prudence, 


But more ſecures the Purpoſe it would ſhake. 


Had my Reſolves been wavering and doubtful, 
This would confirm them, make them fix'd as Fate; 
This adds the only Motive that was wanting 


To urge them on throꝰ War and Deſolation - 
What! et Her! ConsTa AVIA! f Her! ; the Daughter FE” 
| of . r= 


; — 


TANCRED and 


| Pp fell Tyrant who deſtroy'd my Father ! 

The very. Thought is Madneſs! Ere thou ſeeſt 

The Torch of Hymn light theſe hated Nuptials, 

Thou ſhalt behold Sicilia wrapt in Flames; 
Her Cities raz d, her Valleys e drench'd with Kauen 

„ |! — 
Love ſet aſide my Pride ame the Quarrel, 
My Honour now'is up; in ſpite of- FD -. 
A World combin'd againſt me, I will 
This ſcatter d Will in e to the Bd, 
Aſſert my Rights, the Freedom of my Heart, 
Cruſh all — 2 dare oppoſe me to the Puſt, 
And heap Perdition on Thee! . 
—OIFFREDI, N_ 
| Sir, tis juſt, 
Exhauſt on me your Rage; I claim it all. 
But for theſe public Threats thy Paſſion utters, 
EM what Thou canſt not do! 
TANCRED. 
i | ag] Ha! 

Driven to the dreadful Brink of ſuck Diſhonour, 
Enough to make the tameſt Coward brave, 
And into Fierceneſs rouze the mildeſt Nature, 5 
What ſhall arreſt my Vengeance ? * 


81 FFREDI. 
Thy Self] 


TancreD. 
Away! Jane not to juſtify thy Crime! 
That That alone can aggravate it's Horror, 
Add Inſolence to Inſolence perhaps 
May make wy _— forget 

\ SIFFREDIL. 

Oletit burſt 

On this grey Head devoted to thy Service! 
But when the Storm has vented all it's Fury, 


Thou then muſt hear nay more, I know, thou wilt-- W 

Wilt hear the calm, yet ſtronger Voice of Reaſon, MF | 

Thou muſt reflect that a whole People's Safety, L | 
| The 
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The Weal of truſted Millions ſnould bear down, 
Thy ſelf the Judge, thy fondeſt partial Pleaſure, 
Thou muſt reflect that there are other Duties, 
A nobler Pride, a more exalted Honour, 
Superior Pleaſures far, that will oblige, 
Compel thee, to abide by this my Deed, 
Unwarranted perhaps in common Juſtice, 
But which Neceſſity, even Virtue's Tyrant, 
With awful Voice commanded—Yes, thou muſt, 
In calmer hours, diveſt thee of thy Love, 
Theſe common Paſſions of the. vulgar Breaſt, 
This boiling Heat of Youth, and be a King / 
The Lover of thy People ! | | 
TANCRED, 
| Truths 11-employ'd ! 
Abus'd to colour Guilt !|—a King! a King! 
Yes I will be a King, but not a Slave! | 
In This will be a King! in this my People 
Shall learn to judge how I will guard their Rights, 
When they behold me vindicate my own, 
But have I, ſay, been treated like a King? 
Heavens! could I ſtoop to ſuch outragious Uſage, 
were a mean a ſhameleſs Wretch, unworthy 
To wield a Scepter in a Land of Slaves, | 
A Soil abhor'd of Virtue, ſhould bely 
My Fither's Blood, bely thoſe very Maxims, 
Ar other times, you taught my Youth—S1FrxrREeD1! 
lin a ſoftened Tone of Voice. 
 S3FFREDI, | | 
Behold, my Prince, behold thy poor old Servant, 
Whoſe darling Care, theſe twenty Years, has been 
To nurſe thee up to Virtue; who for Thee, 
Thy Glory and thy Weal, renounces all, 
All Intereſt or Ambition can pour forth ; 
What many a ſelfiſh Father would purſue 
Thro' Treachery and Crimes: behold him here, 
Bent on his feeble Knees, to g. conjure Thee, 
With Tears to beg Thee, to controul thy Paſſion, 
F 


And 


25 TANCKREDiad. 


And fave thy ſelf, thy Honour, and thy People! 
Kneeling with me, behold the many Thouſands 
To thy Protection truſted : Fathess, Mothers, 
The facred Front of venerable Age, 
The tender Virgin and the helpleſs Infant ; 
The Miniſters of Heaven, Thoſe, who maintain, 
Around thy Throne, the Maje ty of Rule ; 
And Thoſe, whoſe Labour, Lorch by Winds and 
Sun, 
Feeds the rejoicing Public: ſee them all, 
Here at thy Feet, conjuring Thee to ſave them, 
From Miſery and War, from Crimes and Rapine ! 
Can therebeaught, kind Heaven] in Self- indulgence 
To weigh down Theſe ? This Aggregate of Love, 
With which compar'd the deareſt private Paſſion 
Is but the wafted Duſt upon the Ballance ? 
Turn not away Oh is there not ſome Part, 
In thy great Heart, ſo ſenſible to Kindneſs, 
And generous Warmth, ſome nobler Part, to feel 
The Prayers and Tears of Theſe, the mingled Voice 
Of Heaven and Earth! 
TANCRED. 

, There is! and thou haſt touch'd it. 
Riſe, rife, Six REDI—Oh! Thou haſt undone me, 
Unkind old Man !-—O ilentreated TAN RED! 
Which Way ſoe'er I turn, Diſhonour rears * - 
Her hidecus Front—and Miſery and Ruin ! 
Was it for This you took ſuch Care to form me? 

For This imbued me with the quickeſt Senſe 
Of Shame; theſe finer Feelings, that ne'er vex 
The common Maſs of Mortals, dully happy 
In bleſt Infenfibility ? O Kay 
You ſhould have ſcar'd my Heart; an me that 

Power 
And ſplendid Intereſt loi d it ſtill o'er Virtue; 
That, gilded by Proſperity and Pride, 
1 here is no Shame, no Meanneſs : e thus, 
I had been fit to rule a venal World, 


1 | Alas! 


5 - > . . 


at 
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Alas! what meant thy Wantonneſs of Prudence ? 
Why have you rais*d this miſerable Conflict | 
Betwixt the Duties of the King and Man? 
Set Virtus againſt Vi:rue ? Ah StrrREDII 
*Fs thy ſuperfluous, thy unfecling Wiſdom, . 
That has involv'd me in a Maze of Error, 
Almoſt beyond Retreat But hold, my Soul, 
Thy ſteady Purpoſe——Tolt by various Paſſions, 
To this eternal Anchor keep Th re is, 
Can be, no Public without Private Virtue— 
Then mark me well, obſerve what I command 
It is the ſol» Expedient now remain | 
To-morrow, when the Senate meets again, % 
Unfold the whole, unravel the Decci: ; : ST 
Nor That alone, try to repair it's Mi- chief; 1 
There all'thy Power, thy Eloquence and Ir: = 
Exert, to rcinftateme in my Rights, - 
And from thy own dark Snares to diſembroil me 
Start not, my Lord - This muſt and ſhall be done! 
Or here our Friendſhip ends — Howe'er diſguis'd, 
Whatever thy Pretence, thou art a Traitor! * 

3 SirrREDI. 
I ſhould indeed deſerve the Name of Traitor, ; 
And even a Traitor's Fate, had J ſo ſlightiy, 
From Principles ſo nel done What I did, 
As e er to diſavow it : 

— TancRED. 
Ha 
SrrREDI. 


W bgh, b/L My Liege, e 
Expect not This — Tho practio'd e in Courts, 

I have not fo far learn'd their ſubtle Trad. 
To veer obediznt with each Guſt of Paton. 
I hozour Thee, I vencrate thy Orders, 


But honour more my Duty. Noughi on Fab 


Shall ever ſhake me from that ſolid N 
Nor Smiles nor Frownus.— 5 
Si F 2 | h TAN. 
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k Taue ED. 
| You will not then? 
SIFFREDI. 
cannot! 
TaAxcRERD. 
Away Begone O my Ronol y no, come, 
And fave me from this Traitor Hence, I ſay, 
Avoid my Preſence ſtrait! and, know, old Man, 
Thou my worſt Foe beneath the Maſk of F ricndlhip, | 
Who, not content to trample in the Duſt 
My deareſt 1% doſt with cool Inſolence 
Perſiſt, and call it Duty; hadſt thou not 
A Daughter that protects thee, thou ſhouldſt feel 
The Vengeance thou deſerveſt— No Reply 
Away! Fs 


— AG AAA D 


SNN 
TANCRED. RoDOLPHO. 


Ropol ho. 
What can incenſe my Prince ſo highly 
Againſt his Friend Sixfte pi ? 
TANCRED. | 
Friend! Roporyno? _ 

When I have told thee what this Friend has done, 
How play*d me like a Boy, a baſe-born Wretch, 
Who had nor Heart nor Spirit ! thou wilt ſtand 
Amaz'd, and wonder at my ſtupid Patience. 

Ropol p Ho. 
1 heard, with mixt Aſtoniſnment and Grief, 
The King? s unjuſt diſhonourable Will, 
Void initfelf—1 ſaw you ſtung with Rage, 
And writhing in the Snare ; juſt as I went, 
At your Command, to wait you 6 That 
Was the King's Deed, not his, 


Tau- | 


135 SLGIS MUND A. 37 
TAN RED. | 
"IE O He advis'd it! 
Theſe many Years he has in ſecret hatch*d 
This black Contrivance, glories in the Scheme, 
And proudly plumes him with his traiterous Mane. 
But that was nought, RopolyHo, nothing, nothi 
O that was gentle, blameleſs to what follow'd! 
I had, my Friend, to S1GISMUNDA given, | 
Toghuſh her Fears, in the full Guſh of Fondneſs, 
A Blank ſign' d by my Hand and he—O Heavens! [ 
Was ever ſuch a wild Attempt he wrote 
Beneath my Name an abſolute Compliance 
Io this deteſted Will; nay, dar'd to read it 
Before my ſelf, on my inſulred Throne | 
His idle Pageant plac 2 Oh! Words are weak, 
To paint the Pangs, the Rage, the Indignation; 
That whirPd from Thought to Thought my Soul in 
| Tempeſt, 0 
Now on the Point to burſt, and now by Shame 
Repreſs'd But in the Face of Sicih, 
All mad with Acclamation, what, RopoLeno, 
What could I do? The ſole Relief that roſe 
To my diſtracted Mind, was to adjourn hots 
Tt Aſſembly till To-morrow—— But To-morrow 
What can be done? O it avails not what 
I care not what is done My only Care 
Is how to clear my Faith to S1G1SMUNDA. _ - ; 
She thinks me falſe! She caſt a Look that kilPd me! 
OI am baſe in Sie Mm! 's Eye! | 
| The loweſt of Mankind, the molt perfidious! 
Robor no. 
This was a Strain of Inſolence indeed, 


A daring Outrage of ſo ſtrange a Nature, 
As ſtuns me quite 


& 


TANCRED. 
Curs'd be my timid Prudence! 
That 4aſh'd not back, that Moment, in his Face, 
The dale preſumpruous Lye—and cured n ! 


Thar 
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That from a Start of poor Diſſimulation, 

Led off my SiœisMUNDA's hited Rival. 

Ah then! what, poiſon'd by the falſe Appearance, 

What, Staismuxpa, were thy Thoughts of me 

How, in the ſilent Bitterneſs of Soul, : 

How didſt thou-ſcorn me! hate ankind, thy ſelf, 

For truſting to the Vows of faithleſs TAw CRE D! 

For ſuch I ſeem'd— I was! — The Thought diſtracts 
me 

I ſhould have caſt a flattering World aſide, + 

Ruſh*d from my Throne, before them all avow'd 
Her, 

The Choice, the Glory of my free-born Heart, 

And ſpurn'd the ſhameful Fetters thrown upon it— 

Inſtead of that — Confuſion! what I did 

Has clinch'd the Chain, confirm*d S1rrREDbi's 


Crime, 
And fix d me down to uber f 
Robol Pp Ho. 
My Lord, 


Blame not the Conduct, which your Situation 

Tore from your tortur'd Heart Wat could you do? 

Had you ſo circumſtanc'd, in open Senate, 

Before th' aſtoniſh'd Publick, with no Friends 

Prepar'd, no Party form'd, affronted thus 

The haughty Princeſs d her 2 Faction, 

Supported by this Will, the ſudden Stroke, 

Abrupt and premature, might have recoild 

Upon your ſelf, even your own Friends revolted, 
And turn'd at once the publick Scale againſt you. 

Beſides, conſider, had you then — . 

In its freſh Guilt this Action of Sternbl, 

You muſt with ſignal Vengeance have chaſtis'd 

The treaſonable Beed N othing ſo mean 

As weak inſulted Power that darcs not puniſh. 

And how would that have ſuited with your Love ? 
His Daughter preſent too? Truſt me, your Conduct, 

| Howe er abhorrent to a Heart like yours, 


Was 
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Was fortunate and wiſe Not that I mean 
Fer to adviſe Submiſſion- 
TANCRED. 
Heavens! Submiſſion ! 
Could Lackend to bear it, even in Thought, 
Deſpiſe me, you, the World, and Sioisuuxpa! 
Submiſſion !—No !-—To-morrow's glorious Light 
Shall aſh Diſcovery on this Scene of Baſeneſs. 
Whatever be the Riſque, by Heavens! To: Morrow, | 
I will o*erturn the dirty Lye- built Schemes 
Of theſe old Men, and ſhew my faithful Senate, 
That ManrRep's Son knows to aſſert and wear, 
With undiminiſh'd Dignity, that Crown 
This unexpected Day has plac'd upon him. 
But This, my Friend, theſe ſtormy Guſts of Pride "2 
Are foreign to my Love— Till St61MunDA 
Be diſabus'd, my Breaſt is Tumult all, 
And can obey no ſettled Courſe of Reaſon: 
1 ſee Her ſtill, I feel her powerful Image! 
That Look, hae with Reproach Complaint was 
mix'd, 
* Big with ſoft Woe and gentle Indignation, 
Which ſeem' d at once to pity and to ſcorn me — 
O let me find Her! I teo long have left 
My S1GISMUNDA to converſe with Tears, 
A Prey to Thoughts that picture me a Villain. 
But ah ! how, clogg d with this accurſed State, 
A tedious World, ſhall I now find Acceſs? 
Her Father too—Ten Thouſand Horrors croud 
Into the wild fantaſtic Eye of Love— 
Who knows what he may do? Come then, my 
Friend, 
And by thy Siſter's Hand O let me ſteal 
A Letter to —— Boſom— I no longer 
Can bear her Abſence, by the juſt Contempt 
She now muſt brand me with, inflam'd to Madnefs. 
Fly, my Ro pol. ho, fly] engage thy Siſter 
To aid 5 EO and this very Evening 


Vas Secure 


raren op ad 
Secure an Interview! would not bear 
This Rack another Day not for my Kingdom 


Till then deep-plung'd in Solitude and Shades, 
I will not fee the hated Face of Man. 


Thought drives on Thought,onPaſſionsPaſſionsroll ; 
Her Smiles alone can calm my raging Soul. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE LI. 


S1GISMUNDA alone, ſitting in a diſconſolate 


A H Tyrant Prince! ah more than faithleſs 
TancReED! ; 
Ungenerous and inhuman in thy Falſehood ! 
HadſtThou, this Morning, when my hopeleſs Heart, 
Submiſſive to my Fortune and my Duty, | 
Had fo much Spirit left, as to be willing 
To give Thee back thy Vows, ah! hadſt Thou then 
Confelſs'd the ſad Neceſſity thy State 
Impos'd upon Thee, and with gentle Friendſhip, 
Since we muſt part at laſt, our Parting ſoften'd; 
I ſhould indeed—I ſhould have been unhappy, 
But not to this Extream—— Amidſt my Grief, 
T had, with penſive Pleaſure, cheriſh'd til! 
The ſweet Remembrance of thy former Love, 
Thy Image ſtill had dwelt upon my Soul, a 
And made our guiltleſs Wees not undelightful. 
But coolly thus How couldſt thou be ſo cruel ?— 
Thus to revive my Hopes, to ſoothe my OR: . 
n 


 $161%M UN/DA. 4 

And call forth all its Tenderneſs, then ſink me 

In black Deſpair — What unrelenting Pride | 

Poſſeſs*d thy Breaſt, that thou couldſt bear unmoy*d 

To ſee me bent beneath a Weight of Same? 

Pangs thou canſt never feel: How couldſt chou 
drag me, 

In barbarous Triumph at a Rival's Car? | 

How make me Witneſs to a Sight of Horror? 

That Hand, which, but a few ſhort Hours 280, 

So wantonly abus 0 my ſimple Faith, 

Before th? atteſting World given to another, 

Irrevocably given !——There was a Time, 

When the leaft Cloud that hung .-; my Brow, 

Perhaps imagin'd only, touch'd Pity. 

Then, brighten'd often by the — Tear, 

Thy Looks were Softneſs all; then the quick 
Heart, | 

In every Nerve alive, forgot i it ſelf, 

And for each other then we felt alone. | 

But now, alas! thoſe tender Days are fled 3; _ 

Now thou canſt ſee me wretched, be with 
Anguiſh, 

With ſtudied Anguiſh of thy own creating, 

Nor wet thy hardenꝰd Eye Hold, let me 9 

I wrong Thee ſure; Thou canſt not be ſo baſe, 

As meanly 1 in my Miſery to triumph 

What is it then? Why ſhould I fearch for Pain?— 

O 'tis as bad !-STis Fickleneſs of Nature, 

"Tis fickly Love extinguiſh'd by Fox ro AER f 

Is there, kind Heaven ! no Conſtaney in Man? 

No ſtedfaſt Truth, no generous fix d Affection, 5 

That can bear up againſt à ſelfiſh World“ 

Nos chere f is NN ane We 

Renn! let me fy this Scenet—Whate er I 

Theſe Roofs, theſe Walk, ac Gn chat a. i 

e 


Are tainted with his vo gba. whicher 78 


The 
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The Groves are worſe, the ſoft Retreat of Belmont; 
It's deepening Glooms, gay Lawns, and airySummits, 
Will wound my buſy Memory to Torture, 

And all itsShades will whiſper—tfaithleſs T ancRED!-- 
My Father comes——How, ſunk in this Diſorder, 
Shall I ſuſtain his Preſence ? | 


— ̃ . AMIS 
ETIE NEE 
SIFFREDI, SIGISMUNDA. 


StrrREDI. 
1 S1GISMUNDA, 
My deareſt Child ! I grieve to find Thee thus 
A Prey to Tears. I know the powerful Cauſe 
From which they flow, and therefore can excuſe 


them, 
But not their wilful obſtinate Continuance. 


Come, rouſe Thee then, call up thy drooping Spirit, 


Come, wake to Reaſon from this Dream of Love, 


And ſhew the World thou art S1 FF RE DI's Daughter, | 


| SIGISMUNDA. 
Alasf I am unworthy of that Name. 
5 | SIFFREDI. 

Thou art indeed to blame; thou haſt too raſhly 
Engag d thy Heart, without a Father's Sanction. 
But this I can forgive. The King has Värtues, 
That plead thy full Excuſe ; nor was I void 
Of Blame, to truft Thee to thoſe dangerous Virtues. 
Then dread not my Reproaches. Tho? he blames, 
Thy tender Father pities more than blames Thee. 
Thou art my Daughter ſtill ; and, if thy Heart 
Will now refume its Pride, aſſert itſelf, | 
And greatly riſe ſuperior to this Trial, 

I to my warmeſt Confidence again | 
Will take thee, and eſteem thee more my Daughter. 


S1018- 
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SIGISMUNDA. 
O you 3 are gentler far than I deſerve ! 
It is, it ever was, my darling Pride, 
To bend my Soul to your ſupreme Commands, 
Your wiſeſt Will; and tho', by Love betray'd— 
Alas ! and puniſh'd tool have ranſareſs'd 
The niceſt Bounds of Duty, yet I feel 
A Sentiment of Tenderneſs, a Source 
Of filial Nature ſpringing in my Breaſt, 
That, ſhould it kill me, ſhall controul this Paſſion, 
And make me all Submiſſion and Obedience - 
To you, my honour'd Lord, the beſt of Fathers. 
SIFFREDI. 
Come to my Arms, Thou Comfort of my 0p" | 
Thou only Joy and Hope of theſe grey Hairs! 
Come! let me take Thee to a Parent's Heart; 
There with the kindly Aid of my Advice, 
Even with the Dew of theſe paternal Tears, 
Revive and nouriſh this becoming Spirit 
Then Thou doſt promiſe me, my S1GISMUNDA— 
Thy Father ſtoops to make it his Requeſt 
Thou lt reign thy fond preſumptuous Hopes, 
And hen —_ ver more indulge one Thought 
That in the Ligh of Love regards the King ? 
SIGISMUN DA. 
Hopes I have none — Thoſe by this fatal Day 
Are blaſted all But from my Soul to baniſh, 
While weeping Memory there retains her Seat, | 
| Thoughts which the pon Boſom might have 
cheriſh'd, 
Once my Delight, now even in Anguiſh che | 
Is more, alas! my Lord, than I can promiſe. - 
SIFFRE DI. 
Abſence and Time, the Softner of our Paſſions, 
Will conquer This. Mean time, I hope from Thee 
A generous great Effort; that Thou wilt now 
Exert thy utmoſt Force, nor languiſh thus 


Beneath the vain Extravagance oO LOW 5 10.5 
G 2 Let 
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Let not thy Father bluſh to hear it ſaid, 

His Daughter was ſo weak, er to admit 

A Thought ſo void of Reafon, that a King 

Should to his Rank, his Honour and his Glory, 

The high important Duties of a Throne, 

Even to his Throne itſelf, madly prefer 

A wild romantic Paſſion, the fond Child 

Of youthful dreaming Thought and vacant Hours ; 

That He ſhould quit his Hcaven-appointed Station, 

Deſert his awful Charge, the Care of all 

The toiling Millions which this Iſle contains; 

Nay more, ſhall plunge them into War and Ruin : 

And all to ſooth a ſick Imagination, | 

A miſerable Weakneſs-—— Mult tor thee, 

To make Thee bleſt, Sicilia be unhappy ? 

The King himſelf, loſt to the nobler Senſe 

Of manly Praiſe, become the piteous Heroe 

Of ſome ſoft Tale, and ruſh on ſure Deſtruction? 

Canſt thou, my Daughter, let the monſtrous 
3 . 

Poſſeſs one Moment thy perverted Fancy? 

Rouſe thee, for Shame! and if a Spark of Virtue 

Lies ſlumbering in thy Soul, bid it blaze forth; 

Nor fink unequal to the glorious Leſſon, 

This Day thy Lover gave thee from his Throne. 

SIG1SMUNDA, 
Ab, that was not from Virtue Had, my Father, 
That been his Aim, I yield to what you fay ; 


Tis powerful Truth, unanſwerable Reaſon. | 


Then, then, with ſad but duteous Reſignation, 
I had ſubmitted as became your Daughter; 

But in that Moment, when my humbled Hopes 
Were to my Duty reconciPd, to raiſe them 

To yet a fonder Height than e'er they knew, 


Then rudely daſh them down— There is the Sting! 


The blaſting View is ever preſent to me 
Why did you drag me to a Sight fo cruel ? 


Sir FPREDI. 


ﬀ 


— 


SI GISMUN PA. 
| SIFFRE DI. 
It was a Scene to fire thy Emulation. 
£7, _ SIGISMUNDA, = 
It was a Scene of Perfidy !——But know, ED 
Iwill do more than imitate the King 
For he is falſe l, tho? ſincerely pierc'd 
With the beſt trueſt Paſſion ever touch*d 
A Virgin's Breaſt, here vow to Heaven and You, 
Tho' from my Heart I cannot, from my Hopes 
To caſt this Prince—what would you more, my 
Father ? EEE | 


\ 


| SIFFREDI. 
Yes, one Thing more—thy Father then is happy— 
Tho? by the Voice of Innocence and Virtue 
__ Avſoly'd, we live not to our ſelves alone: 
A ngorous World, with peremptory Sway, 
Subjects us all, and even the Nobleſt molt. 
This World from Thee, my Honour and thy own, 
Demands one Step; a Step, by which convinc'd 
The King may fee thy Heart diſdains to wear 
A Chain which his has greatly thrown aſide. 
'Tis fitting too, thy Sex's Pride commands Thee, 
To ſhew th* approving World thou canſt refign, 
As well as He, nor with inferior Spirit, 
A Paſſion fatal to the Publick Weal. 
But, above all, thou muſt root out for ever 
From the King's Breaſt the leaſt Remain of Hope, 
And henceforth make his mention'd Love Diſhonour. 
Theſe Things, my Daughter, that muſt needs be 
| one, | . 
Can but this way be done by the ſafe Refuge, 
The ſacred Shelter of a Huſband's Arms. 
And there is one —? 
| SIGISMUNDA. : 
Goed Heavens! what means my Lord ? 
5 | SIFFREDI, 
One of illuſtrious Family, high Rank, 
Yer ſtill of higher Dignity and Merit, 


Who 
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Who can, and will protect Thee; one to awe 
The King himſelf—Nay, hear me, SIGIsMUN pA 
The noble OsMoxD courts Thee for his Bride, 
And has my plighted Word This Day 
| _ SIGISMUNDAa Kneeling, 
My Father ! 
Let me with trembling Arms embrace thy Knees! 
O if you ever wiſh'd to ſee me happy 3 | 
If e' er in infant Years I gave you Joy, 
When, as I prattling twin'd around your Neck, 
You ſnarch*d me to your Boſom, kiſs'd my Eyes, 
And melting ſaid you ſaw my Mother there; 
O ſave me fron; tt worſt Severity 
Of Fate! O outrage not my breaking Heart 
To that degree ! l cannot !——tis jmpoſſible 
So ſoon withdraw it, give 1t to another 
Hear me, my dearelt Father | hear the Voice 
Of Nature and Humanity, that plead 
As well as Juſtice for me! Not to chuſe 
Without your wiſe Direction may be Duty ; 
But ftill my Choice is free——Thar is a Right, 
Which even the loweſt Slave can never loſe. 
And would you thus degrade me? make me baſe ? 
For ſuch it were, to give my worthleſs Perſoon 
Without my Heart, an Injury to OsMonD, 
The higheſt can be done——Let me, my Lord— 
Or I ſhall die, ſhall by the ſudden Change 
Be to Diſtraction ſhock*d Let me wear out 
My hapleſs Days in Solitude and Silence, 
Far from the Malice of a prying World! 
Atleaſt—you cannot ſure refuſe me This 
Give me a little Time — ! will do all, 
All Lean do, to pleaſe you !——0O your Eye 


Sheds a kind Beam 
SIFFREDI, 
My Daughter! you 0 
The Softneſs of my Nature | 


$101sS- 


2 


$ IGISMUND A: 47 
SIGISMUNDA, Þ 
Here, my "3" 
Till you relent, here will I grow for ever! 
SIFFREDI, 
Riſe, S161$MUNDA,—— Tho? you touch my Heart, 
Nothing can ſhake th' inexorable Dictates 
Of Honour, Duty, and determin*d Reaſon. 
Then by the holy Ties of filial Love, 
Reſalve, I charge Thee, to receive Earl OsMonD, 
As ſuits the Man who is thy Father's Choice, 
And worthy of thy Handl go to bring him 
SIGISMUNDA, 
Spare me, my deareſt Father ! 
SIFFREDI, de. 
I muſt ruſh 
From her foft Graſp, or Nature will betray me! 
O grant us, Heaven ! that Fortitude of Mind, 
Which liſtens to our Duty, not our Paſions—— 
* me, my Child 3 
SIGISMUN DA. 
You cannot, Oh my Father ! 
You cannot kave me thus! 
 SIFFREDI. 
Come hither, LAURA. 
Come to * Friend. Now ſhew thy ſelf a Friend. 
Combate — Weakneſs; diſſipate her Tears; 
Cheriſh, and reconcile Her to her Duty. 


S 
SIGISMUNDA. LAURA. 
| _ S1QSMUNDA.. 
O Woe on Woe! diffreſt by Love and Duty ſ 
O every way unhappy, SiGISMUNDA |! 
LAURA. 


Forgive me, Madam, if i blame your Git 
How 
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Ho can you waſte your Tears on one ſo falſe ? 
Unworthy of your Tenderneſs? to whom 

Nought but Contempt is due and Indignation ? 
; SIGISMUNDA, 

You know not half the Horrors of my Fate! 
might perhaps have learn'd to ſcorn his Falſehood; 
Nay, when the firſt ſad Burſt of Tears was paſt, 
I might have rousꝰd my Pride and ſcorn'd Himſelf — 
Bur tis too much, this greateſt laſt Misfortune—— 
O whither ſhall I fy ? Where hide me, LAuR A, 
From the dire Scene my Father now preperes | 
LAURA. 

What thus alarms you, Madam? 

SIGISMUNDA, 


Can it be? 
Can I——ah no !——at once give to another 


My violated Heart! ? in one wild Moment ? 

He brings Earl Osx oN to receive my Vows! | 

O dreadful Change! for TA NeRED haughty Os- 

_MonD!. | 

Lava. 

Now, on my Soul, tis what an outrag'd Heart, 

Like thine, ſhould with !—I ſhould, "y Heavens, 

eſteem it 
Moſt exquiſite Revenge a 


SIGISMUNDA. 


Revenge on whom ? 
On my own Heart, already but too wretched ! 
LAuRA. | 
On Him! this Tancazp | who has baſcly ſold, 
For the dull Form of deſpicable Grandeur, 
His Faith, his Love At once a Slave and Tyrant! 
S1GISM uxpA. 
O rail at me, at my believi Folly, 
t ſpare W Ra! 


My vainill-founded Hopes, 
Lavuka. 


Who rais'd theſe Hopes? who triumphs o'er that 
Weakneſs ? 


Pardon 


% 
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Pardon the Word- You greatly merit him; 

Better than him, with all bis giddy Pomp 

You rais'd him by your Smiles when he was no- 
thing 

Where is your Woman's Pride? that guardian 


_ Given us N the Perfidy of Man? | 

Ye Powers! I cannot bear the T hought with Pa- 
tience— 

Yet recent from the moſt unſparing Vous. 

The Tongue of Love &er laviſh'd ; from your 
Hopes 

So vainly, idly, cruelly deluded ; 

Before the Publick thus, betore your Father, 

By an irrevocable ſolemn Deed, 

With ſuch inhuman Scorn, to throw you from Hint " 
Te give his faithleſs Hand yet warm from thine; 
With complicated Meanneſs, to Cox sr ANT IA! 
And to compleat his Crime, when thy weak Limbs 
Could ſcarce ſupport thee, then, of Thee regardleſs, 
To lead Her off! 

 SIGISMUNDA. . 
That was indeed a Sight ©. 

To poiſon Love! to turn it into Rage 
And keen Contempt! What means this ſtupid 
Weakneſs | 

That hangs upon me ? Hence unworthy Tears! 
Diſgrace my Cheek no more! No more, my Heart, 
For one fo coolly falſe or meanly fickle— 
O it imports not Which are to ſuggeſt * 
The leaſt Excuſe !—Yes, Traitor, I Will wring 
Thy Pride, will tura thy Triumph to Confuſion! 
I will not pine away my Days for Thee, 


Sighing to Brooks a Groves; while, with vain | 


Pity, * 

You in a Rival's Arms lament my R 
No! let me periſh! ere I tamely be 
That ſoft, that patient, g tle S1IG19ML 


TANCRED and 


Who can conſole Her with the wretched Boaſt, 
She was for Thee unhappy !---If I am, 
L will be nobly ſo! Sicilia*'s Daughters 
Shall wondering ſee in me a great Example 
Ot one who puniſh'd her l-judging Heart, 0 
Who made it bow to what it moſt abhorr'd ! 
Cruſh'd it to Miſery for having thus 
So lightly Jiſten'd to a worthleſs Lover 
LAURA. 
At laſt it mounts! the kindling Pride of Virtue! 
- Trait me, thy Marriage will embitten His — 
SIGISMUNDA, 
| O may the Furies light his Nuptial Torch 1 
Be it accurs'd as mine! For the fair Peace, 
The tender Joys of Hymeneal Love, 
May Jealouſy awak*d, and fell Remorſe, 


Pur all their fierceſt Venom thro? his Breaſt l—_. 


Where the Fates lead, and blind Revenge, I fol- 

low ! 
Let me not think—By injur'd Love! I yow, 
Thou ſhalt, baſe Prince ! perfidious and inhuman Fo. 
Thou ſhalt behold me in another's Arms | 
In his thou hateſt! Os M oN Ds 

LAURA. 
That will ing 


His Heart with ſecret Rage ! Aye, that will ſting 


His Soul to Madneſs ! ſet him up a Terror, 
A Spectacle of Woe to faithleſs Lovers! 
Your cooler Thought, beſides, will of the Change 
Approve, and think it happy. Noble OsMonD 
From the ſame Stock with him derives his Birth, 
Firſt of Sicilian Barons, prudent, brave, 
Of ftrifteſt Honour, and by all rever*d 
SIGISMUNDA. 
Talk not of OsMoxD, but perfidious Fincnep.! ! 
Rail at him, rail ! invent new Names of Scorn |! 
Aſſiſt me, LAURA; lend my Rage freſh Fewel ; 
Su G my ſtag gering Purpoſe, which already 
Begins 
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My tortur'd Thought= 


SIGISMUN DA. 51 
Begins to fail me Ah, my Vaunts how vain! 
| 2 have 1 ly'd to my own Heart! 


Alas 


» 


My Tears return, the mighty Flood o*erwhelms 


me! 
Ten Thouſand crouding Images diſtract 
And is it come to This? 
Our Hopes? our Vows ? our oft repeated Wiſhes, 
Breath'd from the fervent Soul, and full of Heaven, 
To make each other happy ?—come to This ! 

AURA. 

If thy own Peace and Honour cannot keep 


Thy Reſolution fix'd, yet, S161$MUNDA, 


O think, how deeply, how beyond Retreat, 


| I Father is engag'd. 


SIGISMUNDA, | 
Ah wretched Whakne&) 
That thus enthrals my Soul, that chaſes thence 


Each nobler Thought, the Senſe of every Duty |--- 


And have I then no Tears for Thee, my Father? 
Ean I forget thy Cares, from helpleſs Years, 
Thy Tenderneſs for me? an Eye ſtill beam'd 


With Love? a Brow that never knew a Frown ? 


Nor a harſh Word thy Tongue? Shall I for Thais, 


Repay thy ſtooping venerable Age, 


With Shame, Diſquiet, Ariguiſh © and Dimon? 

It muſt not be l- Thou Firſt of Angels! come, 
Sweet filial Piety ! and firm my Breaſt ! | 
Yes, let one Daughter to her Fate ſubmit, - 


Be nobly wretched-——but her Father happy 


Lavza |---they come !—O Heavens! I cannot 
#ftand, © > 


The horrid Frial !——Open, open, EA: 


And hide me from their View! 
LAURA. 


* Madam! 
„ SCE 


52 T A.N C'R E D and 
eee eee eee 
| SCENE IV. | 


S1FFREDI. OSMOND. SIGISMUNDA. LAUEA. 
S1FFREDI, 
My Daughter, E 
Behold my noble Friend — courts thy Hand, 
And whom to call my Son I ſhall be proud; 
Nor ſhall I leſs be pleas'd, in his Alliance, 
To ſce T hee happy. 
Os MOND. 
Think not, I preſume, 
Madam, on this your Father?s King Conſent 
To make me bleſt. I love you from a Heart, 
That fecks your Good ſuperior to my own; 
And will, by every Art of tender Friendſhip, 
Conſult your deareſt Welfare, May I hope, 
Yours does not diſavow your Father's Choice? 
_ S1GISMUND A, 
I am a Daughter, Sir—and have no Power 
O'er my own Heart---I a. 24 me,LAURA. 


[ Faints. 


SLFFREDI. 


Help!--Bear Her off--She breathes--my Daughter! 


SIGISMUNDA. 
Oh * 25 


Forgive my Weakneks--Soft--myLa URA, lead me-- 


To my Apartment. 
SIFFRE DI. 


Pardon me, my Led. 
If by this ſudden Accident alarm'd, | 


1 leave you for a Moment. 


EW B29 Ws WE WEE Er EW 
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OSMOND alone. 1 
Let me thin x 
What 


Des 2 I 


F 
: 
. 


f 


S1 GISMUN DA. 53 


at can this mean ? Is it to me Avertion ? 
Or is it, as I fear'd, She loves another ? 


Ha!---yes---perhaps the King, the , young Count 


TANCREDI 
They were bred u ng ee * That, 
That cannot be---Has he not given his Hand, 


In the moſt ſolemn Manner, to Cons r AN IA? 
Does not his Crown depend upon the Decd ? 

No---if they loy'd, and this old Stateſman knew it, 
He could not to a King prefer a Subject. 
His Virtues I eſteem---nay more, I truſt them 
So far as Virtue gaes-+-but could he place 
His Daughter on the Throne of Sictly--- | 

O tis a glorious Bribe too much for Man ·— 
| What i is it then ?---I.care not what it be. 
My Honour now, my Dignity demands, 
That my propos d Alliance, by her Father 
And even her ſelf accepted, be not ſcorn'd. 
1 love her too I never knew till now 
To what a Pitch I lov'd Her. O She ſhot 
Ten thouſand Charms into my inmoſt Soul ! 
She look'd fo mild, ſo amiably gentle, 
She 3 Head, ſhe glow'd with ". 3 com 

1 Deen | 

Such Lovelineſs bf. Modeſty | She is, e 
In gracious Mind, in Manners, and in Perſon, 
The perfect Model of all female Beauty l- 
She muſt be mine. She is If yet her Heart 
Conſents not to my Happineſs, her Duty, 
Join'd to my tender Cares, will gain ſo much 
Upon her generous Nature---That will follow. + 


The Man of Senſe, who acts a prudent Part, + 
Not . og but forms himſelf the * 
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r IV. 


80 OE N E * The Garden belonging to r 
FREDI S tHouſe. 


* SIGISMUNDA, LAURA. 


SIG1SMUNDA, with a Letter in ber Hand. 


I'S done II am a Slave! The fatal Vow 
Has paſs'd my Lips !—Methought in thoſe 
" ſad Moments, 
The Tombs around, the Saints, the darken'd Altar, 
And all the trembling Shrines with Horror ſhook. 
But here is ſtill new Matter of Diſtreſs. 

O TancRED ceale to perſecute me more 
O grudge me not ſome calmer State of Woe 
Some quiet Gloom to ſhade. my hopeleſs Days, 
Where I may never hear of Love and Thee 
Has LAURA too conſpir'd againſt my Peace? 
Why id you take this Letter ?---Bear it back--- 

ven ber the Letter. 
I wile not court new Pain. 

| Lavra. 
Madam, Robo 
Urg'd me ſo much, nay, even with Tears conjur'd 
me, 

But this once more to ſerve th* unhappy King 
For ſuch He faid He was that tho* enrag'd, 
Equal with Thee, at his inhuman Falſehood, 


I could not to my Brother's fervent Prayers 
Refuſe this Office—Read it---His Excuſes 
Will only more expoſe his Falſchood. 


o 
Q& 


 S1615s- 


SOS MUND. oF 
S1GISMUND A. . 
| Nos 
Ir 0 not on s Wife to read one Line 
From that contagious Hand—ſhe knows too well! 1 
LA u RA 
He paints him out diſtreſs'd beyond Expreſſion, | 
Even on the Point of Madneſs. Wald as Winds, 
And fighting Seas, he raves. His Paſſions mix, 
With ceaſeleſs Rage, all in each giddy Moment. 
He dies to ſee you and to clear his Faith. 
| SIGISMUNDA. : : 
Save me fromThat That would be worſe than all! 
LAuRA. | 
I but report my Brother's Words; who then 
Began to talk of ſome dark Impoſition, 
That had deceiv'd us all: when, interrupted, 
We heard your Father and Earl QsMonD near, 
As fummon'd to CoNSTANTIA'S/ Court they went. 
| SIGISMUNDA. 
| Hal! Impoſition > — Well !—IfI am doom'd 
To be, o'er all my Sex, the Wretch of Love, 
In vain I would reſiſt---Give me the Letter— _ 
To know the worſt is ſome Relief— Alas 
It was not thus, with ſuch dire Palpitations, 
That, Tax RED, once I us'd to read thy Letters. 
[ Attempting to read the Leiter, but gives it to LAURA. 
Ah fond Remembrance blinds me!--Readit, LA u RA. 
LAURA reads. 
Deliver me, Si 61$MUNDA, from that moſt ergui- 
ſite Miſery which a faithful Heart can ſuſfer To be 
thought baſe by Her, from «boſe Eſteem even Virtue 
borrows new Charms. When I ſubmitted to my 
cruel Situation, it was not Falſhood you beheld, but 
an Exceſs of Love. Rather than endanger That, I 
for a while gave up my Honour. Every Moment, 
till I ſee you, ſtabs me with ſeverer Pangs than real 
Guilt itſelf can feel. Let me then conjure You to 
meet me in the RC WY the Cloſe of tbe = 


r 
— B i ed 


6 a iis 
a * . : Y > 


56 TANCREDund 
Day, when I will explain this Myſtery. We have 
been moſt inbumanly abuſed ; and That by the means 
of the very Paper which I gave you, from the warm- 
eft Sincerity of Love, to aſſure to you the Heart and 
Hand of TANcRED. 
SIGISMUNDA. | 

There, Lau RA, there, the dreadful Secret ſprung ! 
That Paper! ah that Paper! it ſuggeſts 
A thouſand horrid Thoughts to my Father 


| Gave 1 it; and He perhaps dare not caſt 


A Look that way---If yet indeed you love me, 
O blaſt me not, kind Tancs ev, with the Truth! 


O pitying keep me ignorant for ever 


W hat ſtrange peculiar Miſery is mine ? 
Reduc'd to wiſh the Man J love were falfe! 


Why was I hurry*d to a Step ſo raſh ? 


Repairleſs Woe II might have waited, ſure, 

A few ſhort Hours---No Duty that forbade— 

I ow*d thy Love that Juſtice; till this Day 

Thy Love an Image of all-perfe& Goodneſs ! 

A Beam from Heaven that glow'd with every Virtue 
And have I thrown this Prize of Life away ? 

The piteous Wreck of one diſtracted Moment? 


Ah the cold Prudence of remorſeleſs Age 


Ah Parents Traitors to your Children's Bliſs ! 


Ah curs'd, ah blind Revenge !---On every hand 
I was betray'd---You, Lava, too, betray'd me!--- 


LAURA. 


b Who,who, but He, whate*er he writes, betray you? 


Or falſe or puſillanimous. For once, 

I will with you ſuppoſe, that his Agreement 
TotheKing's Will was forg*d--Tho? forg*d by whom? 
Your Father ſcorns the Crime--- Yet what avails it? 
This, if it clears his Truth, condemns his Spirit. 

A youthful King, by Love and Honour fir'd, 
Patient to fit on his inſulted Throne, | 

And let an Outrage, of fo high a Nature, * 
Unpuniſh'd paſs, uncheck'd, uncontradited— + 
Q Nina Meanneſs equal even to Falſchood ! S$S161s- 


* Sed & 
LAURA, no. more--- We have already judgꝭd | 
Too largely without Knowledge. * what . ; 
A Trifle, a meer Nathing, by itſelf, 
In ſome nice Situations; turns the iam an 4 © 
Of Fate, and rules the moſt important Actions. | 
Yes, I begin to feel-a Jad Preſage: 
1 eam undone, from that eternal Source 
Of human Woes · the Judgment of the Paſſions 
But what have I to do with theſe Excuſes ? ab 
O ceaſe, my treacherous Heart, to give them * 
Ir ſuits ut Linn to plead a Lover s Cauſe z 
Even to lament my Fate is now Diſhonouur. 
Nought now remains, but with relentleſs Purpoſes.” 1 
To ſhun all Interviews, all Clearing -up - "Is 
Of this dark Scene 3 to wrap myſelf in 3 
In Solitude and Shades; there to devour 
The ſilent Sorrows ever ſwelling here; 8 
And ſince I muſt be wretched---for I muſt 
To claim the mighty Miſery: myſelf, 


Engroſs it all, and ſpare a hapleſs Father. * 
1 48 me fly {—the Hour eee eee © 
„rn | 
| | Madamy 
Behold he « comes: _ 8 % 4149988 a 
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Heavens! how eſcape 2 1 
verk. will der- one ys Mecting-—Leave Os | 


SCENE 1 EIN 


Taxen StGISMUNDA; da \ 
TAancarED. 


And at are theſe long lang Hours of Tortun pan 
My Life | d sien 1 | 
bio; „Rem n at ber Feet: 
1 SBiets⸗ 


| 

| 
[| 

1 


5 TANCRED a 
 S1GISMUNDA. © 
Riſe, my "Fs - 1 
To ſee my Sovereign thus no more "wag me. ry 
* TANCRED. + 10 
O let me kiſs the Ground on which you read 
Let me exhale my Soul in ſofteſt Tranſport ! | 
Since 1 again embrace my SIGISMUNDA |! 2 
Unkind! how couldſt thou ever . : 
How thus diſhonour Love ? OI could much 
Embitter my Complaint l- How low were then 
Thy Thoughts of me? How didſt thou then affront 
The human Heart itſelf ? After the Vows, 
The fervent Truth, the tender Proteſtations, 
Which mine has often pour'd, to let thy Breaſt, 
Whate' er th' Appearance was, admit Suſpicion ? | 
SIGISMUNDA. | a 
How ! when I heard myſelf your full Conſent 
To the late King's fo juſt and rudent Will ? 
Heard it before you read, in ſolemn Senate ? 
When I beheld you give your Royal Hand 
To Her, whoſe Birth and Dignity; of Right, 
Demands that high Alliance ?. Yes, my Lord, 
Youhgavedonewell. The Man, whom Heaven appoints | 
To govern others, ſhould himſelf firſt learn 
To bend his Paſſions to the Sway of Reaſon. 
In all you have done well, but when you bid 
My humbled Hopes look up to you again. 
And ſooth'd with wanton Cruelty my Weakneſs 
hat too was well My Vanity deſerv'd © 
The ſharp Rebuke, whoſe fond 1 Extravagance 
Could ever dream to balance your Repoſe, 
Your Glory and the Welfare of a People. 
| TanCRED. 
Chide on, chide on. Thy ſoft Reproaches now, 
Inſtead of wounding, only ſoothe my _— 
No, no, Thou charming Conſort of my Soul! 
1 never lov'd Thee with ſoch faithful — 
3 As 


As in that 3 miſerable Mon: 


You thought me falſe; when even my Honour ſtoop'c d 


To wear for Thee a 'baffled Face of Baſeneſs. 
It was thy barbarous Father, S1015MUnDA, 
Who caught me in the Toil. He turn'd that Paper, 
Meant for th* aſſuring Bond of Nuptial Love, 
Jo ruin it for ever; he, he wrote 
That forg*d Conſent, you heard, beneath my Name, 
Nay dar'd before my outrag*d Throne to read it! 
Had he not been thy Father Ha my aa 
You tremble, you 558 w pale. 
IGISM UNDA, 
Oh leave me, Taxcaed! 
- Tancrev. 
No! Leave thee Never! never! till you ſet 
My Heart at peace, till theſe dear Lips again 
Pronounce Thee mine! Without Thee I renounce 


PL MF 


My ſelf, my Friends, the World——Here on this 


2 S1GISMUNDA. : ' 
My Lord, forget that Hand, which never now 
Can be to thine united | 
 TancreD. 
S1G1S$MUNDA !. 
What doſt Thou mean? ? Thy Words, thy Look, thy 
Manner, 
Seem to conceal ſome horrid Secret Heavens 
No- That was wild t-Diſtraction fires that Thought! 
SIGISMUNDA, _ 
Enquire no more I never can be thine. 
TANCRED. | 
What, wh ſhall interpoſe ? who dares attempt 
To brave the Fury of an injur d King ? 
Who, ere he ſees Thee ravilh'd from his e 
Will wrap all e Sicily in Flames 
SIGISMUNDA. 
In vain your Power, my Lord This fatal Error, 
Join d to my Father's — Will, 
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6 TAN CAE B wnd 


Has plac'd an everlaſting Bar betwixt Di 3 
Jam Earl OsMoN D's— Wife. Ta 
 Taxcaev.. | 
Earl OzMonD's Wife! | 
[After à long Pauſe, Wr which 10 N 
| look at one another with the bigbet 
Anzgitation and moſt tender Difrek, 
Heavens! did I hear thee right? what! marry'd? 
marry'd! | 
Loft to thy faithful TaxczeD! loſt for ever! 
Couldſt thou then doom me to ſuch matchleſs Woe, 
Without ſo much as an me?. Diſtraction lg 
Alas! what haſt thou done? Ah Sric15mMunD a ! 
Thy raſh Credulity has done a. Deed, 


Which of two happi >: Lover—that eber felt 
The bliſsful Power, has made two finiſh'd Wretches! 


But---Madneſs Sure, Thou knovſt it cannot be! 
This Hand is mine! a thouſand thouſand Yowr—: h 


SCENE III. 
Taxcip. Os MoN p. SIGISMUNDA. | 


| OsmMonD.. | 
. [Snatching ber Hand from the Ring, 

Madam, this Hand, by the moſt ſolemn Rites, . 
A little Hour ago, was given to mc, 


And did not ſovereign Honour now command me, 


Never but with my Life to quit my . 
I would renounce it thus | 
. TaxcreD. . 
Ha! who art Thou? 
Prefamptuous Manly . 1; 
S1G1SMURDA,” Aide. 


Where is my F waged Heavens! 


b out. 
8 | D<MON p. 
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Ce Os MON o. 
One Thou Mouldſt better know—Yes—yiew me 
* 


Who can and will n mantain fs Rights and Honour, 
Againſt a faithleſs Prince, an upſtarg King, 
Whoſe firſt baſe Deed is what a hargen'd Tyran 


Would bluſh to act. . 5 
Fe 1 

Fool Inſolent Os uon pl know; N 
This upſtart King will hurl Confuſion on Thee, 
And al who ſhall invade his ſacred Rights ©" 


Prior to Thine—Thine faunded on YI... 
On infamous Deceit, while His proceed 
From mutual Love and free long-plighted F aith. 
She is, and ſhall be mine !—I will annul, 
By the high Power with which the Laws inveſt me, 
Thoſe guilty Forms in which you have entrap'd, _ 
Baſely entrap*d, to thy deteſted Nuptials; _ + 
My Queen betroth*d; who has my Heart, my Hand, 
And ſhall partake my Throne If, haughty Lord, | 
If This thou did{t not know, then Know it now! i 
And know beſides, that, having told Thee This, 
Shouldſt ** but think to urge thy Treaſon fur- 
ther | 
Than Treaſon more! Treaſon — ny Love 1— 
Thy Life ſhall anſwer for it! * | 
OsMonD. | 3 
Ha! my Life - 
It moves my Scorn to hear thy empty I hreats. © , 
When was it that a Norman Baron's Life Nh 
Became ſo vile, as on the Frown of Kings 2 
To hang ?---Of That thy Lord the Law muſt judge: 
Or, if the Law be weak, my Guardian Sword— 9 . 
| Tancst D. 3 
Dare not to touch it, Traitor! leſt my Rage RD 
Break Le. fob do a TT oak miſbecomes me. 


b $CENT 
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SCENE mW,” 


Tancaev, Armer. onen 
SIFFREDI entering. 


we cious Lord ! what is it I behold ? 
vereign in Contention with his Subjects? 
Surely this Houſe deſerves from Royal TAN RES 
A idle more Regard,' than to be made f 
A Scene of Trouble and unſeemly Jars, 
It grieves my Soul, it baffles = Ho 
It makes me fick of Life, to ſee thy 10 ory 
Thus blaſted in the Bud. Heavens can your 
. Highnes 
From your exalted Character deſcend, — 
The Dignity of Virtue ; and, inſtead _ 
Of being the Protector of our Rights, 
The holy Guardian of Domeſtic Bliſs, 
Unkindly thus diſturb the ſweet 2 
The ſanctimonious Peace of Families; 
For which alone the freeborn Race EG Men 
To Government ſubrnir ? 
 TancRED. 

My Lord S1rrREDI, 
Spare "a Rebuke, The Duties of my Station 
Are not to me unknown But Thou, old Man, 
Doſt Thou not bluſh to talk of Rights invaded ? 
And of our beft our deareſt Bliſs diſturb'd ? 
Thou! who with more than barbarous Perfidy 
Haft trampled all Allegiance, Juſtice, Truth, - 
Humanity itſelf, beneath thy Feet ? 
Thou knoweſt Thouhaſt-- could, to thy Confuſion, 
Return thy hard Reproaches ; but I ſparc Thee 
Before this Lord, for whoſe ill-ſorted Friendſhip, 
Thou haft moſt baſely ſacrific'd thy Daughter. 
Farewei, 7 Lord For Thee, Lord Who 

5 30 


8101S MUN DBA. a 


Who doſt preſume to lift thy ſurly Eye - 

To my ſoft Love, my gentle Siclesunp a, . 
I once again command Thee, on thy'Life— .. . - 
Yes—chew thy Rage but mark me on thy we 


| No Tull ey 6 
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SCENE V. _ 
SIFFREDI. . OSMOND, ' + + 
5 3 OsMmonD. 
- Ha! arrogant Pretenfions ! Hen Aka! 
What! arrogant Pretenſions to my Wife? 

My wedded Wife! Where are we? In a Land 
Of Civil Rule, of Li and Laws? 
Not on my Life purſue ?—Giddy Prince? 
My Lite ns Tt is the Gift 

rent Heaven, who gave me too an Arm, 

A Spirit to defend it againſt Tyrants. 
The Nerman Race, the Sons of mighty Ror Lo 
Who ruſhing in a Tempeſt from the Nortß, 
Great Nurſe of generous Freemen ! bravely won 
With their "ONS Swords their Seats, and ſtill poll 

m 

By the ſame noble Tenure, are not us'd 3 
To hear ſuch Language If I now deſiſt. 
Then brand me for a Coward ! deem me Villain} | 
A Traitor to the Publick ! By this Conduct _ 
Deceiv d, betray*d, inſulted, tyranniz'd. 

Mine is a common Cauſe, My Arm ſhall guard, 
Mix'd with my own, the Rights of each Kall. 
Of ſocial Life, and of Mankind in general. 

Ere to thy Tyrant Rage they fall a Prey, 

I ſhall And Means to ſhake thy tottering Throne, 
Which this illegal this perfidious Uſage 

Forfeits at once, and cruſh thee in the Ruins !--- 4 
Coxs TAN TIA is my Queen |. 


Sir. 8 


Act with cool Prudence, and withimanly Tem 


A dire Libation Of Sicilian Ren 
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SIFFREDL.,, 
Lord Conſtable, | 
Let us be Kedfaſt! in the Right ; bur let us 


As well as many Firmneſs, True, Town, + 
Th' Indignities you ſuffer are fo high, 

AS eee juſtify what now you threarten. 
But if, my Lord, we can prevent the Woes 

The cruel Horrors of inteſtine War, 

Yet hold untauchkd our Libertics and Laws; 
O let us, rais'd above the turbid S . 

Of little fel Paſſions, nobly do it! 

Nor to our hat, intemperate Pride pour out 


2 * 
244 > : 


5Tis Godlike Magynanimity, to keep, | 
When moſt provok'd;' our Reaſon calm and 55 
And execute her Will, from a ſtrong Senſe 
Of what is right, without the vulgar Aid - 
Of Heat and Paſſion, which, tho* honeſt, bear 1 
Often too far. Remember that my Houſe 75 
Protects my J ughiter ſtill; and ere I ſaw her 
Thus raviſh'd from us, by the Arm of Power, 
Ts Hand ſhould act the [man Father's Part. | 
ear not; be temperate; all will yet be well. 
I know the og. At firſt his Paſſions burſt 
Quick as the Lightning's Flafh : but in his Breaſt 
Hell and Juſt  dell—Truſt e to Reaſon. 
e will return. 5 
8 | .OsMonÞ». | 
He will By Heavens, he mall . 
You know the King—I with, my Lord StrR i, 
That you had deign'd to tell me all you knew - 


8 


And would you have me wait, with duteous Patience, 


Till he return to Reafon ? Ye juſt Powers! 


When he has planted on our Necks his Foot, 


And trod us into Slaves ; when his vain Pride 
Is cloy'd with our Submiſſion; if, at laſt, 


He finds his Arm too weak, to ſhake the Frathe | 


$I GASMUMNSS A£& 
Of wide-eſtabliſh'd Order out of Joint, 
And overturn all Juſtice ; then, perchance, 
He, in a Fit of ſickly kind Repentance, 
May make a Merit to return to Reaſon. 
No, no, my Lord!--- There is a nobler Way 
To teach the blind oppreſſive Fury Reaſon : 
Oft has the Luſtre of ,avenging Steel 
Unſeal'd her ſtupid Eyes---The Sword is Reaſon! 


S ss 


SCENE VI. 


SIFFREDI, OsMoN D. Ropor PR, 
f | (with Guards. 


Roo RO. 
My 1000 Hig h Conſtable of Sicily, 

In the King's 4 and by his ſpecial Order, 
I here arreſt you Priſoner of State. 

- OsmonD. 
What King? I know no King of Sicily 
Unleſs he be the Huſband of ConsTanTIa. 

RopoL Ha. 
Then know him now---Behold his Royal Orden 
To bear you to the Caſtle of Palermo. 
' SIFFREDI, 
Let the big Torrent foam its Madnefs off. 
Submit, my Lord. --No Caſtle long can hold 
Our Wrongs — This, more chan Friendſhip or 
Alliance, 

Confirms me thine; this binds me to thy fonts: 
By the ſtrong Tie of common Injury, 
Which nothing can diſſolve -I grieve, Ropol Ho, 
To ſee the Reign, in ſuch unhappy ſort, 
_ 

__ OsmonD. 

F ba Reign !. the Uſurpation call it]. 

This Meteor King may blaze awhile, but ſoon 


9 ſpend his idle Terrors Sir, lead on Ny 
K Farewel, 


——_ 


66 TANCRED and 
Farewel, my Lord—— More than my Life and 
Fortune, | 
Remember well, is in your Hands---my Honour 
SIFFREDI. 
Our Honour 1s the ſame. My Son, farewel--- 
We ſhall not long be parted. On theſe Eyes 
Sleep ſhall not ſhed his Balm, till I behold Thee 
Reſtor'd to Freedom, or partake thy Bonds. 
Even noble Courage is not void of Blame, 
Till nobler Patience ſanctifies its Flame. 


; ee Bis . N 2 N 


4 c T „. 
SCENE I. 


SirrREDI, alone. 


HE Proſpect lowrs around. I found the King? 
Tho! calm'd a little, with ſubſiding Tempeſt, 

As ſuits his generous Nature, yet in Love 
Abated noughr, moſt ardent in his Purpoſe z 
Inexorably fix*'d, whate' er the Riſque, | 
To claim my Daughter, and diſſolve this Marriage-- 
I have embark'd, upon a perillous Sea, 
A mighty Treaſure. Here, the rapid Youth | 
Th' impetuous Paſſions of a Lover-King :, 


Check my bold Courſe; and there, the jealous Pride 


Thiimpatient Honour of a haughty Lord, 

Of the firſt Rank, in Intereſt ahd Dependants 
Near equal to the King, forbid Retreat. | 
My Honour too, the ſame unchang'd Conviction, 


That theſe my Meaſures were, and ſtill remain 


Of abſolute Neceſſity, to ſave 
'Fhe Land from Civil "ky urge me on, - 
i 
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But how proceed ?---I only faſter ruſh 
Upon the deſperate Evils I would ſhun. 
Whate'er the Motive be, Deceit, I fear, 
And harſh unnatural Force are not the Means 
Of Publick Welfare or of Private Bliſs--- | 
Bear Witneſs, Heaven! Thou Mind-inſpeting 

| | Eye! 

My Breaſt 54 pure. 1 have preferr'd my Duty, 
The Good and Safety of my Fellow Subjects, 
To all thoſe Views that fire the ſelfiſh Race 
Of _; and mix them in eternal Broils. 5 


Enter an «OAT, belonging to Sirrzzpi. 5 


OrrI ER. 3 1 90 


My Lord, a Man of noble Port, his Face 0 

Wrap'd in Diſguiſe, is earneſt for Admiſſion. 
OIFFREDI. A 
, Go, bid him enter--- : [Officer goes 2 
Ha! wrap'd in Diſguiſe! . 

And at this late unſeaſonable Hour! 
When o'er the World tremendous Midnight reigns, 

By the dire Gloom of raging Tempeſt doubled -- 
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SCENE IL | 
SIFFREDI. OsMonD, diſcovering Gn. | 


) SIreREDIL. 


What! Ha! Earl O8MonD » you 2-—Welcome, once 
more, | 

To this glad Roof !---But why in this Diſguiſe ? 

Would I could hope the King exceeds his Promiſe! 


T have his Faith ſoon as To- morrow's Sun 
© Rar eee 


1 
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68 TAN CRE Da 

Shall gild Sicilia's Cliffs, you ſhould be free. 

Has ſome good Angel turn'd his Heart to Juſtice ? 

OsSMOND. 

It is not by the Favour of Count Tax ED 

That I am here. As much I ſcorn his Favour, 

As I defy his Tyranny and Threats--- 

Our Friend GorrRE DO, who commands the Caſtle, 

On my Parole, ere Dawn, to render back 

My Perſon, has permitted me this Freedom. 

Know then, the faithleſs Outrage of To- day, 

By him committed whom you call the King. 

Has rouz'd Cons r ANT IA's Court. Our Friends, 
the Friends; 

Of Virtue, Juſtice, and of Publick Faith, 

Ripe for Reyolt, are in high Ferment all. 

This, this, they ſay, exceeds whate'er deform'd 

The miſerable Days we ſaw beneath 

WiLlLtiam the Bad. This ſaps the ſolid Baſe, 

At once, of Government and private Lite 

This ſhameleſs Impoſition on the Faith, 

The Majeſty of Senates, this lewd Inſult, 

T his Violation of the Rights of Men. 

Added to Theſe, his ignominious Treatment 


- 


Of Her th*illuſtrious Offspring of our Kings, 


Sicilia's Hope, and now our Royal Miſtreſs. 

You know, my Lord, how groſlly. Theſe infringe. 

The late King's Will; whigh orders, if Count 
-. TANCRED 

Make not ConsTanTIA Partner of his Throne, 

That He be quite excluded the Succeſſion, _ 

And She to HENRY given, King of the Romans, 

The potent Emperor BaRBERoOSSA'S Son, 


Who ſeeks with earneſt Inſtance her Alliance, 


I thence of You, as Guardian of the Laws, 


As Guardian of this Will to you entruſted, 


Deſire, nay more, demand, your inſtant Aid, 
To ſee it put in vigorous Execution. \ 
DSIFFREDI. | 


Lou cannot doubt, my Lord, of my 33 


3 0 


SS G1 3MUNDA£. 69 
Who more than I have labour'dithis great Point? 
"Tis my own Plan. And, if I drop it now, 

T ſhould be juſtly branded with the ſhame 

Of raſh Advice, or deſpicable Weakneſs, 

But let us*not precipitate the Matter. 
ConsTANTIA $ Friends are numerous and ſtrong z 
Yer TAxcREp's, truſt me, are of equal Force. 
E'er ſince the Secret of his Birth was known, 

The People all are in a Tumult hurPd al 
Of boundleſs Joy, to hear there lives a Prince 

Of mighty GuiscaRD's Line. Numbers, beſides, 
Of powerful Barons, who at heart had-pin'd, © 
To ſee the Reign of their renown'd Forefathers, 
Won by immortal Deeds of matchleſs Valour, 
Paſs from the gallant Normans to the Sueuvi, 
Will, with a kind of. rage, eſpouſe his Cauſe--- 


*Tis ſo my Lord---be not by Paſſion blinded+ -* 


*Tis ſurely ſor--O if our prating Vertue 
Dwells not in Words alone-/-O'let us join, 
My generous OsMonD, to avert theſe Woes, 


And yet ſuſtain our tottering Norman Kingdom WI 
 OsMonD. II 


But how, S1rFRED1.? how -f by ſoft Means 


We can maintain our Rights, and ſave our Country, 


May his upnatural Blood: firſt ſtain the Sword, 

Who with unpitying Fury firſt ſhall bare it! 
SIFFREDI. 

[ have a Thought---The glorious Work be thine. 

But it requires an awful Flight of Virtue, - 

Above the Paſſions of the vulgar Breaſt, 


And thence from thee I hope it, noble OxmonD..- 


Suppoſe my Daughter, to her Gop. devoted, 
Were plac'd within ſome Convent's ſacred Verge, 


Beneath the dread Protection of the Altar--- 
| O$SMoNnD. 


Ere Then, by Heavens! I would devoutly ſhave. 


My holy Scalp, turn whining Monk myſelf, 
And pray inceſſant for the Tyrant's Safety !--- 


What! 


e 


” . — — 
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| What ! How ! becauſe an infolent Invader, | Is 
A Sacrilegious Tyrant, in Contempt 
| Of all thoſe nobleſt Rights, which to maintain 8 
[ Is Man's peculiar Pride, demands my Wife ; 

I] That I ſhall thus betray the Common Cauſe 

h Of Human kind, and tamely yield Her up, 
1 | Even in the Manner you propoſe · O then 


9 I were ſupremely vile! degraded! ſnam'd! \ 
= - The Scorn of Manhood! and abhor'd of Honour! 
1 SIFFREDI. | 


- There i is, my Lord, an Honour, the calm Child 
Of Reaſon, of, Humanity and Mercy, 
Superior far to this punctilious Demon, 
That ſingly. minds it ſelf, and oft embroils 
With proud barbarian Niceties the World! 
 _- OsmonnD. 
My Lord, my Lord I cannot brooke 1 15 
Prudence - 
It holds a Pulſe:unequal to d | 
Ec: Unblemiſn'd Honour is the Fl Flower of Virtue! _ 
_ == The vivifying Soul! and He who lights it 
1 Will leave the other dull and lifeleſs Droſs. 
Wi UP oh SIFFREDI. 
No more---You are too warm. 
: : Os MOND. | 
il Tou are too; cool. 
1 SIFFREDI.. 
| Too cool, my Lord? I were indeed too cool, 
Not to reſent this Language, and to tell Thee 
I wiſh Earl Os Mod p were as cool as I | 
To his own. Selfiſh Bliſs—ay, and as warm 
To That of Others But of This no more— 
My Daughter is thy Wife—I gave her to Thee, 
And will againſt all Force maintain her Thine. + 
But think not I will catch thy headlong Paſſions, 
Whirl'd in a Blaze of Madneſs o'er the Land ; 
Or, till the laſt Extremity compel me, 


Riſque 
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Riſque the dire Means of War---The King, To- 
__ morrow, TS "Es 
Will ſet you free; and, if by gentle Means 
He does not yield my Daughter to thy Arms, 
And wed ConsTANTIA, as the Will requires, 
Why then expect me on the Side of Juſtice—. 
Let that ſuffice, _ 
Os Mon p. 
| It does --Forgive my Heat. 
My rankled Mind, by Injuries inflam'd, _ 
May be too prompt to take and give Offence, 
| Sass 

*Tis paſs'd ——Your Wrongs, I own, may well 
0 tranſport | 45 * 
The wiſeſt Mind. But henceforth, noble Os ow p, 
Do me more Juſtice, honour more my Truth, 
Nor mark me with an Eye of ſquint Suſpicion— 
| Theſe Jars apart---You may repoſe your Soul 
On my firm Faith and unremitting Friendſhip. 

Of That I ſure have given exalted Proof. 
And the next Sun, we ſee, ſhall prove it further 
Return, my Son, and from your Friend GorrRzpe 


Releaſe your Word, There try, by ſoit Repoſe, 


To calm your Breaſt. 
OsMmonD. 
Bid the vext Ocean ſleep, 
Swept by the Pinions of the Faging North — 


But your frail Age, by Care and Toil exhauſted;- . 


Demands the Balm of all-repairing Reſt. 


SIFFREDI. . 


Joon as To-morrow's Dawn ſhall ſtreak the Skies, 


I. with my Friends in ſolemn State aſſembled, 
Will to the Palace and demand your Freedom. 
Then by calm Reaſon, or by higher Means, 
The King ſhall quit his Claim, and in the Face 
Of Sicily, my Daughter ſhall be yours, 
Farewel, | Id} 

5 OSMOND. 6 


My Lord, goed-night, 5 
. 
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Has promis'd to purſue. 


TANCRED end 


ED 


SCENE III. 
Os v alone. ¶ After a long Pauſe. 


I like him not 
Ves -I have mighty Matter of Suſpicion. 
"Tis plain ſee it—Lurking in his Breaſt, 
He has a fooliſh Fondneſs for this King — 
My Honour is not ſafe, while here my Wife 
Remains —Who knows but he this very Night 


May bear Her to ſome Convent as he mention'd= 


The King too— tho? I ſmother'd up my Rage, 

I mark*d it well---will ſet me free To-morrow. 

Why not To-night? He has ſome dark Deſign — 

By Heavens! he has am abus'd moſt groſly 

Made the vile Tool of this old Stateſman's Schemes; 

Marry'd to One — Ay, and he knew it One 

Who loves youngT ancRED! Hence her ſwooning, 
T cats, > --- 

And all her ſoft Diſtreſs, when ſhe diſgrac'd me 

By baſcly giving her perfidious Hand 

Without her Heart—Hell and Perdition-! This, 

This is the Perfidy! This is the fell, | 

The keen, envenom'd, exquiſite Diſgrace ! 

Which to a Man of Honour even exceeds 

The Falſhood of the Perſon —But I now: | 


Will rouze me from the poor tame Lethargy, 


By my believing Fondneſs caſt upon Me. 

I will not wait his crawling timid Motions, 
Perhaps to blind me meant, which he To-morrow 
No! ere his Eyes 
Shall open on To- morrow's orient Beam; 
J will convince him that Earl Osxtox p never 
Was form'd to be his Dupe— I know full well 
Th important Weight and Danger of the Deed: 
But 


$SIGISMUNDA 23 
But to a Man, whom greater Dangers preſs, 
Driven to the Brink of Infamy and Horror, 
Raſhneſs itſelf, and utter Deſperation, 
Are the beſt Prudence—l will bear Her off 
This Night, and lodge Her in a Place of Safety. 
I have a truſty Band that waits not far. 
Hence! Let me loſe noTime—One rapid Moment 
Should ardent form, at once, and execute l 
A bold Deſign — Tis fix d Tis done Les, then, | 
When [ have ſeiz d the Prize of Love and Honour, | 
And with a Friend.ſecur'd Her ; to the Caſtle. Fl 
1 will repair, and claim Gorrrevo's Promiſe 
To riſe with all his Garriſon — My Friends 
With brave Impatience wait. The Mine is laid, 
And only wants my kindling Topeb to ſpring. 


ee ee ee ee 
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S1IGISMUNDA. LAURA. 


LAURA. 

Heavens ! tis a fearful Night! 
S1GISMUNDA. _ * 
| n Ah! the black; Rage , . _ 

Of midnight Tempeſt, or th' aſſuring Smiles 1 
Of radiant Morn are equal all to me. 
Nought now has Charms or Terrors to my Breaſt, ; 
The Seat of ſtupid Woe Leave me, my Laura. 
Kind Reſt, perhaps, may huſh my Woes a little 
Oh for chat quiet Sleep that knows no Morning! 

LAURA. | 
Madam, indeed I know not how to go. 
Indulge my Fondneſs Let me watch a while 
"TY your * Bed, till theſe dread Hours ſhall paſs, 

L - SIGISMUND Ay 


T ANCRED 


S1GISMUNDA. | 
Alas! what is the Toil of Elements, 
This idle Perturbation of the Sky, 
To what I feel within Oh that 74 A 
Of pitying Heaven would point there Fury here! 
bo aka my deareſt Lavral 


LAURA. 


— 
74 


Oh I know not 
What this Oppreſion means=-burt *ris with pain, 


With Tears, I can perſuade myſelf to leave you— 
Well DR RENE my deareſt S1GISMUNDA | 


| s ES 1 265054 
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$1GISMUNDA. 


And am 1 then alone? The moſt undone, 
Moſt wretched Being, now beneath the Cope 
Of this affrighting Gloom that wraps the World! — 
I ſaid I did not fear Ah me! I feel 
A ſhivering Horror run thro' all my Powers, 
OJ am nought but Tumult, Fears and Weakneſs ! 
And yer how idle Fear when Hope is gone, > 
Gone, gone forever -O Thou gentle Scene 
[Looking towards ber Bed. 
Of Hyeet Repoſe, where by th' oblivious Draught , 
Of each fad toilſome Day, to Peace reſtor'd, 
Unhappy Mortals loſe their Woes awhile, 
Thou haſt no Peace ſor me What ſhall I do? 
How paſs this dreadful Night, ſo big with Terror? 
Here, with the Midnight Shades, here will I fir, 
[ ſitting down. 
A Prey to dire Deſpair, and ceaſeleſs weep 
The Hours eee me!—T heard a Noiſe— 
[Parting up. 
No—I miſtook—Nothing but Silence reigns . 
And awful Midnight round Again O Heavens! | 
My Lord the King ! "SCENE 
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TANCRED., 
Be not allarm'd, my Love! 
S1GISMUNDA. 
My Royal Lord! why at this Midnight Hour, 
How came you hither ? 
| TANCRED. Y 
By that ſecret Way 
My Love contriv'd, when We, in happier Days, 
- Uvgd to devote theſe urs, ſo much in vain, 
| To Vowsdgf Love andeverlaſting Friendſhip. 
SIGISMUNDA. 
Why will you thus perſiſt to add new Stings 
To her Diſtreſs, who never can be thine ? 
O fly me! 1 You know— _ 3 
| T ANCRED. 
I know too much, 
O how I could reproach Thee, SIOISsMuN DA! 
Pour out my injur*d Soul in juſt Complaints ! 
But now the Time permits not, Theſe ſwift Mo- 
ments--- 
I told thee how thy Father's Artifice 
Forc'd me to ſeem pricing) in thy Eyes. 
Ah, fatal Blindneſs ! not to have obſerv'd 
The mingled Pangs of Rage and Love that ſhook me z 
When, by my cruel Publick Situation 
Compell'd. I only feign'd Content, to gain p 
A little Time, and more ſecure Thee mine. 
Fer ſince -A dreadful Interval of Carel— _ 
My Thoughts have been employ'd, not without 
| Hope, 
10% to defeat SirrRRDT's barbarous Purpoſe 
L 2 Zuk . 
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76 T ANC RED a 
But thy Credulity has ruin'd all, 
Thy raſh, thy wild -I know not what to name it--- 
Oh it has prow d the giddy Hopes of Man 
To be Deluſion all, and fickening Folly! 
SIGISMUNDA, 
Ah, generous T vere! ah thy Truth deſtroys me! 
Yes, yes, tis I, *tis J alone am falle ! 
My haſty Rage, join'd to my tame Submiſſion, 
More than the moſt exalted filial Duty Hs 
Could &er demand, has daſh'd our Cup-of Fate 
With Bitterneſs anequal'd—Bur, alas! 
W hat are thy Woes to mine ?---to mine! juſt 
Heaven !--- 
Now 15 thy Turn of Vengeance—hate, ee me! 
O leave me to the Fate I well deſerve, 
To link in hopeleſs Miſery !—at leaſt, 
arp to forget the worthleſs S161SMunDA | 
TancReD. 
Forget Thee! No! Thou art my Soul itſelf! 
I have no Thought, ho Hope, no Wiſk but Thee! 
Even this repented Injury; the Fears, 
That rouze me all to Madneſs, at the Thought 
Of loſing Thee; the whole collected Pains 
O my full Heart, ſerve but to make thee dearer ! 
Ah, how forget Thee!—Much muſt be forgot 
Ere TANCESD can forget his Si618MunDA! 
_ —-  SIGISMUNDA.. 
146 But you, my Lord, muſt make that great Effort. 
144 TaNncREpD. 
8 S1Gc61SMUND Aimake it? 
SIGISWUNDA, 
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Ah! I know nor 

With -what Subceſt —But all that feeble Woman 

And Love-entangled Reaſon can perform, 

I, to the vtmoſt, will exert to do it. 

| TANCREPD. 

Fear not Tis donel- If thou canſt form we halle, 

Succeſs i is ſure I am forgot already ! 
85 SroisMuNDA. 
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S1G1ISMUNDAs "0 
Ah TaxceRED !---But, my Lord, reſpe& me more. 
Think who am---What can you now propoſe ? 
TANCRED. 
To claim che plighted Vows which Heaven his 
heard, 


Ĩ0o vindicate the Rights of holy Love, 


By Faith and Honour bound, to which compar'd 

Theſe empty Forms, which have enſnar*d thy Hand; 

Are impious Guile, Abuſe, and Profanation -- 

Nay, as a King, whoſe high Prerogative 

By this unlicens'd Marriage is affronted, 

To bid the Laws themſelves pronounce it void. 
SIGISMUNDA. 

Honour, my Lord, is much too proud to catch 

At every ſlender Twig of nice Diſtinctions. 

Theſe for th' unfeeling Vulgar may do well: 

But Thoſe, whoſe Souls are by the nicer Rule 

Of virtuous Delicacy nobly ſway'd. 

Stand at another Bar than that of Laws. 

Then ceaſe to urge me---Since I am nor born 

To that exalted Fare to be your Queen--- 

Or, yet a dearer Name—to, be your Wife! — 

I am the Wife of an illuſtrious Lord, 

Of your own princely Blood; and what! am. 

I Will with proper Dignity remain. 

Retire, my Royal Lord — There is no Means 
To cure the Wounds this fatal Day has * 5 
We meet no more! 

TAN RED. 
1 Oh barbarous S1OisMUNxDA“ 
And canſt Thou talk thus ſteadily? thus treat me 
Wich fuch unpitying, unrelenting Rigour? 
Poor is the Love, that rather than give up > 
A little Pride, a little formal Pride, 
The Breath of Vanity! can bear to ſee 
The Man, whoſe Heart was once fo dear to thine, 
of 


: 
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4 By many a tender Vow ſo mix'd together. 
1 A Prey to Anguiſh, Fury and Diſtrattion!— 
J Thou canſt not ſurely make me ſuch a Wretch, 
Thou canſt not, SioisuuxpAI —Yet relent, 
O ſave us yet RopolrPHO, with my Guards, 
Waits in the Garden Let us ſeize the Moments 
We ne'er may have again--With more than Power 
I will aſſert Thee mine, with faireſt Honour. 
The World ſhall even approve; each honeſt Boſom 
Swell with a kindred Joy to ſee us happy. 
3 5  -DIGISMUNDA. 
The World approve !—W hat is the World to m? 
The conſcious Mind is its own awful World. --- 
And yet, perhaps, if thou wert not a King, | 
I know not, TancReD, what I might have done. 
Then, then, my Conduct, ſanctify*d by Love, 
Could not be deem'd, by the ſevereſt Judge, 
The mean Effect of Intereſt, or Ambition, 
But now not all my partial Heart can plead, 
Shall ever ſhake th' unalterable Dictates 
That tyrannize my Breaſt. 
4 TANCRED. | 
| | *Tis well—No more— 
2 I yield me to my Fate—Yes, yes Inhuman! 
| Since thy Barbarian Heart is ſteePd by Pride, 
Shut up to Love and Pity, here behold me 
Caſt on the Ground, a vile and abject Wretch! 
—— Loſt to all Cares, all Dignities, all Duties! 
Here will I grow, breathe out my faithful Soul, 
Here, atthy Feet—Death, Death alone ſhall part us! 
_ GSIGISMUNDA. '/ | 
| Have you then vow'd to drive me to Perdition? 
1010 What can I more? — Les, TANCRED! once again 
1010 J will forget the Dignity my Station 
WH Commands me to ſ{uſtain— for the laſt time 
W Will tell thee, that, I fear, no Ties, no Duty, 
Can ever root Thee from my hapleſs Boſ om 
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$1GISMUNDA #99 
O leave me! fly me! were it but in Pity !--- f 
To ſee what once we tenderly have lov'd, 
Cut off from every Hope—cut off for ever! 
Is Pain thy Generoſity ſhould ſpare me. 
Then riſe, my Lord; and if you truly love me 
If you reſpect my Honour, nay, my Peace, 
Retire ! For tho' th* Emotions of my Heart 
Can ne'er alarm my Virtue; yet, alas! 
They tear it ſo, they pierce it with ſuch Anguiſh 
Oh * tis too much I cannot bear the Conflict! 


* 


Wee 2 2 n Ve DS EST 


S CIE NR ME. 


TAN cRED. OSMOND. S1GISMUNDA. 


A 


OsMonD, entering. 


Turn, Tyrant! turn! and anſwer to my Honour, 


For this thy baſe inſufferable Outrage! 

TAxCRED. 
Inſolent Traitor! think not to eſcape | 
Thyſelf my Vengeance! [They fight. Oasen falls, 


SIGISMUNDA. 
N Help here! Help! O Nane 6 
5 [ Throwing berſelf down by bim. 
Alas! my Lord, what meant your headlong Rage? 
Thar Faith, which.I, this Day, upon the Altar 
To You devoted, IS unblemiſh'd, pure, 
As Veſtal Truth ; was reſolutely yours, 
Beyond the Power of aught on Earth to ſhake i it. 
OsSMOND. 
Perfidious Woman! dy! 5 
[Shortening his S word, he plunges it into ber Breaſt. 
0 and to the Grave 
Auend a E yet but half aveng d. 


TANCRED. 
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ANC RED and. 


5 8 TANCRED. ; 
O 3 Horror! execrable Villain! 
OsMON D. 


And Tyrant! Thou Thou ſhalt not o'er my Tomb 
Exult—-'Tis well.—Tis great !---I die content. ¶ dies. 


eee eee eee 
SCENE vin. 


TANCRED. SIFFREDI. Roporr RO. S1G15- 


MUNDA. LAURA. 


TANCRED. 1 
(throwing himſelf down by SIGISMUNDA. 
Quick! here! bring Aid!----All in Palermo bring 
W hoſe Skill can ſave Her !---Ah! that gentle Boſom 
Pours fait the Streams of Life. 5 
SIGISMUNDA., | 
All Aid is vain, 
I feel the powerful Hand of Death upon me--- 
But O it ſheds a Sweetneſs thro? my Fate, 
That I am thine again; and, without Blame, 
"oy in my Feen s Arms reſign my Soul! 
TANcRE D. 
Oh, Death i is in that Voice! ſo gently mild, 
So ſadly ſweet, as mixes even with mine 
The Tears of hovering Angels !--- Mine agaſn!--- 
And is it thus the cruel Fates have join'd Us? 


Are Theſe the horrid Nuptials they prepare 


For Love like ours? Is Virtue thus rewarded ? 

Let not my impious Rage accuſe juſt Heaven 

Thou, TANcRED! Thou! haſt murder'd 81018 
_- MUuNDpal: 

That furious Man was but the Tool of Fate, 

I, I the Cauſe!---But I will do Thee Juſtice 


Gn this deaf Heart? that to thy tender Wiſdom 


Refus d an * Death ſhall ſoon unite us! 
SIGISMUNDA. 


I 


— 


4. S1IGISMUNDA. _= ' 
a * -  S1GISMUNDA. — 
Live, live, my Tancazp !—Let my Death ſuffice 
To expiate all that may have been ainiſs. 
May it appeaſe the Fates, avert their Fury 
From thy propitious Reign! Meantime, of me 
And of thy Glory mindful, hve, I charge Thee, 
To g_— our Gor riends, and make "LO | 


Ovi mn EDI xt in Aoniſbmen: and Grief. 
| 115 3 Oh! how ſhall J lift my * K | 
To Thee * ſinking Father! 5 5 

| S1yenEDI. | 3. 

; Auful Heaven [ 
1 am chaſtis'd My deareſt Child 

SIGISMUNDA. 

| | Where am 1? 
| A fearful Darkneſs cloſes all around | 
My Friends! We needs muſt part—I muſt hey 
Th imperious Cail—Farewel, - my Lauk a ! cheriſh 
My poor afflicted Father's Age—Rodoieno, 1 
Now is the Time to watch th* unhappy King, 


With all the Care and Tenderneſs of Friendſhip--- 


Oh my dear Father! bow'd beneath the Weight '* - 
Of Age and Griet---the Victim even of virtue! 
* my laſt Adieu !-- Where art thou, TAN D? 
Give me thy Hand — But ah — it cannot fave me 
From the dire King of Terrors, whole cold Power. | 

Creeps o'er my Heart—Oh! 4 to * 

wp FTANCRED. * 

| How br g den 
O lift chy gracious Eyes! T hou wm — 

Thou vit me, SIGISMUNDa |. 1 1 
"my SIGISMUN DA, 

: Teta Moment | 
I had, my Taxen Ep, ſomething more to ſay— 
Ves. but thy Love and Tenderneſs for me 
Sure makes it needleſs Harbour no Reſentment 
Againſt my Father; venerate his Zea, 
0 | 85 M „ That 
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$2 TANCREDand 

That acted from a Principle of Goodneſs, 
From faithful Love to Thee—Live, and maintain 
My Innocence imbalm'd, with holieſt Care 
Preſerve my ſpotleſs Memory I die 
Er ERNAL Me xcy, take my trembling Soul 
Oh ! 'tis the only Sting of Death! to part | 


From Thoſe we love from Thee——tarewel, my 


TDANCRED ! ! [Dies. 


| 'TANCRED. 
Thus then 


| RopoL Pho. 
Hold! hold! my Lord ! 


= 


TaNxcRED. 
Off! Set me free! Think not to bind me down, 
With barbarous Friendſhip, to the Rack of Life ! 


W hat Hand can ſhut the Thouſand Thouſand Gates, 
Which Death ſtill opens to the Woes of Mortals ?--- 


I ſhall find Means---No Power in Earth or Heaven 

Can force me to endure the hateful Light, 

Thus robb'd of all that lent it Joy and Sweetneſs ! 

OF!, Traitors ! off! or my diſtracted Soul 

Will burſt indignant from this Jail of Nature! 

To where ſhe beckons yonder---No, mild Seraph! 

Point not to Liſe I cannot linger here, 

Cut off from Thee, the miſerable Pity, 

The Scorn of Human- kind IA trampled K 

Who let his mean poor-hearted Love, one — 

To coward Prudence ſtoop; who made it not 

The firſt undoubting Action of his Reign, 

To ſnatch 7 to his Throne, and there to fcld 
Thee, 

Thy helpleſs Boſom from a Ruffian's Fury l 

O Shame! O Agony! O the fell Stings 

Of late, of vain Repentance Ha! my Brain 

Is all on fire | a wild Abyſs of Thought! 

Th' infernal World diſcloſes! See ! behold him! 

Lp. with fierce Smiles he ſhakes the bloody Steel, 


And 


[ Flying to bis Sword is held yRovor HO. 


Have you forgot 
Your SiG1SMUNDA'S laſt Requeſt alregdy ? 


T” 


816018 MUND A. * 


And mocks my feeble Tears !-—Hence ! quickly, 
, hence 

Spurn his vile Carcaſs! give it to the Dogs | 
Expoſe it to the Winds and ſcreaming Ravens! 
Or hurl it down that fiery Steep to Hell, 

There with his Soul to roſs in Flames for ever 

Ah, Impotence of Rage! What am I? Where? 
Sad, ſilent, all? The Forms of dumb Deſpair, 
| Aron ſome mournful Tomb l- What do I ſee? 
This ſoft Abode of Innocence and Love 

Turn'd to the Houſe of Death! a Place of Horror - 


Ah! that poor Corſe! pale * deformed with 


Murder! 1 \ ; 


Is that my Sito015MunD A !. 
[Throwing bimſelf down tyHer. 


SIFFREDI. 
[After a pathetic Pauſe, booking o. on 
the Scene before bim. 


Have I lived 
To theſe enfccbled Years, by Heaven reſery'd, ; 


To be a dreadful Monument of Juſtice ?— 
| RopoLPHo, raiſe the King, and bear him hence 
From this diſtracting Scene of Blood and Death, 
Alas ! I dare not give him my Aſſiſtance; 

My Care would only more enflame his Rage, 


Behold the fatal Work of my dark Hand, 
That by rude Force the Paſſions would command, 
That ruthleſs ſought: to root them from the Breaſt 3 
They may be rul'd, but will not be oppreſt. 
Taught hence, Ye Parents, who from Nature ſtray, 
And the great Ties, of ſocial Life berray ; 
Ne'er with your Children act a Tyrant's Part: 
'Tis your's to guide, not violate the Heart. | 
Ye vainly wiſe, who o'er Mankind preſide, 

Behold my righteous Woes, and drop your Pride! 
K-ep Virtue's ſimple Path before your Eyes, 
Nor think from Evil Good can ever rife. 


dee END. May. Co. 


EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Miss BuDGELL. 

Manm' d to the Throat wvith wholeſome moral Sruff, oh 
A Alas ! poor Audience] you bnwve had enough. 

Was ever hapleſs Heroine of” a Play 

In ſuch a piteous Plight as ours To. day? 

Was ever Woman fo by Love betray'd? 

Match'd with tro Haſbands, and yet—die à Maid. | 

Bat bleſs me hold -I bat Sounds are theſe I hear |= © i 

1 fee the TRAGIC MUSE herſelf appear. 


The Back-Scene opens, and diſcayers a romantic Silvan Land- 
fcip ; from which Mrs. CizBeRk, in the Character of the 
Tracic Mus, advances flowly to Muſick, and ſpeaks 

- the following Lines. 


Hence ewith your flippant Epilogue, that tries 
To.wipe the virtuous Tear from . Eyes ; 
That dares my moral Tragic Scene profane, 

With Strains —et beſt, unſuiting, "light and vain. 
Hence from the pure unſully d Beams that play 
In yon fair Eyes, where Virtue ſpines — Away ! 

BRITOMs, e you from chaſte Caſtalian Groves, 
Where duell the tender, oft unbappy Loves; 
Where Shades of Heroes roam, each mighty Name, 
And court my Aid to riſe again to Fame; | 
To vom I come, to Freedom's nobleft Seat, 
And in BreiTanniag fix my laſt Retreat. 

In Gak ECE, aud Ron, I watch'd the Publick Neal; 
The purple Tyrant trembled at my Steel: 5 
Nor did I leſs oer private Sorrows reign, 

And mend the melting Heart with ſofter Pain. 

On FrRaxcE and You then roſe my brightning Star, 
With focial Ray—The Anrs are ut er at War. | 
O as your Fire and Genius ſtronger blaze, 

As yours are generous Freedom's bolder Lays, - 
Let not the Gallick Taſte leave yours behind, 

In decent Manners and in Life rend; 

Baniſh. the motley Mode, to tag law Verſe, 

The laughing Ballad ts the mournful Her ſe. | 

I ben thro" five As your Hearts have learnt to glow, 
Touch deauith the ſacred Force of honeſt Noc; 

O keep the dear Impreſſion on your Breaſt, 

Nor idly loſe it for a wwretthed Feſt! 
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 ADveERTISEMENT. 
THIS Poem being writ in the Manner ef 
Spenſer, the obſolete Words, and a Simplicity of - 
Diction in ſome of the | Fine which borders on 
the Ludicrous, were neceſſary to make the Imita- 
tion more perfect. And the Stile of that admir- 
able Poet, as well as the Meaſure in which he 
7 wrote, are as it were appropriated by C uftom 70 
all Allegori ical Poems writ in our Language ; juſt 


as in French the Stile of Marot who lived under 
Francis I. has been uſed in Tales, and familiar 


Epiſtles, by the politeſt Writers of the Age of 


Look iy: 


— 
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emo 


1K 


1 
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EXPLANATION of the obſolete Words uſed 
in this POEM. 


cd The chief, or 


greateſt 7 Magicians „ or Lea 


Enchanters. 


Atween——between, 


A Bale——Serroro, Trouble, Mi iſe 
Fortune. 
Benempt——named. 


KBlazon Painting, Diſplay- 


ing 4 


\ 8 1 Songs of Joy. 


Certes- certainly. 


">" APY 
Eftſoons immediat ch,often, 
+40 . 


Gear or Geer 
Equipage, Dreſs. 
+ Glaive——Sweord. (Fr.) 


[© "=" OM War | 
High. is named, called. 


? 


\ 


3 


Imp Child, or Offipring ; 
from the Saxon Impan, to 
graft or plant. 


Keſt——for caft. 3 
/ 


Furniture, NoyanceFurm. 


Sear xy, burnt-up. 
/ Sheen——bright, ſhining. 


Lad——f or led / | 
a for lb of Land, or 
Meadow. 


Libbard Leopard. 


Lig te lie. 
Loſel. a looſe idle Fellow. 
Louting ng, Bending. 


Mc——mingle, 
9e mere. 
Moil to labour. 
Muchel or Mochel 


great. 


Nathleſs——nevertbeleſs. 
e _ | 
Need ments Neceſſaries. 


much, 


i 


iS NUY Je 


DS Mala . 2 


ut 

Perdie (Fr. par Dieu) an 
old Oath. 

Prick'd thro' the Foreſt 


rode thro" the Foreſt, 


Sicker 
Soot 


ſure, ſurely. 


Sweet, or fweeth. 


/ Sooth——true, or truth. 
8 


- Misfortune, Pang. 
:  Sweltry 


4 * 


3 


* 


v ] 


- Sweltry——Sultry, * Wonne — (a Noun) Duel- 
with Heat. ling. 
Swink 70 labour. . 5 
| N. B. The Lan, V is te © 
.  Tranſmew'd transform d. quently. placed in the 8 
f 7 ning of a Word, by Spenſer, 
Vid ile. | to lengthen it a Syllable. 
Unkempt (Lat. incomptus ) 
unadorn'd. | | FP born born. 
: : | | Yblent, or blent—— blended, 
Whilom - ere-while, for- mingled. 
merly. Yclad——clad. 
Wis, for Wiſt —— 0 know, Ycleped—— called, named. 
think, underſiand., - Yfere together. 
Ween——to think, be of Opi- Y molten—— melted. | 
nion. Yode (Prater 0 of 
Weet——t9 know 3 to weet, Yede) went 
to wit, | 
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The Cole 155 | f tndolen ce, 
Aud its falſe Luxury; ; 
| Where for a little Time, alas! 
We lib d right jollity. 


Mor AL Man, whouweſt here by Toll, . . 

Do not complain of this thy hard Eſtate; 
That like an Emmet thou muſt ever moil, | 
Is a fad Sentence of an ancient Date: = 


. 


And, certes, there is for it Reaſon great ; : 
For, though ſometimes it makes thee weep and wal, 
And curſe thy Stars, and early drudge and lat, 
Withouten That would come an heavier Bale, 

| Looſe Life, 9 Valtods, and Diſeaſes pale. 
„ 
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2 Te CASTLE: of INDOLENCE. 
=P 7 ® 1 1 . 
In lowly Dale, faſt by a River's Side, 
With woody Hill o'er Hill encompaſs d round, 
A moſt enchanting Wizard did abide, 
Than whom a Fiend more fell is no-where found. 
It was, I ween, a lo y Spot of Ground ; 
| And there a Seaſon atween June and May, 
Half pracke with Spring, with Sameer hilfimbrown'd, 
A liſtleſs Climate made, where, Sooth to ſay, 
No living Wight could work, ne cared even for Play. 
TZ 
Was Nought around but Images of Reſt 8 
Sleep-ſoothing Groves, and quiet Lawns between; 
And flowery Beds a flumbrous Influence keſt, 
From Poppies breath'd ; and Beds of pleaſant Green, 
Where never yet was creeping Creature ſeen. 
Mean time unnumber*d glittering Streamlets play'd, 
And hurled every-where their Waters ſheen ; EY 
k 1 That, as they bicker'd through the ſunny Glade, 
LO Thoughreſilek ſtill themſelves, a lulling Murmur made. 
8 N | IV. 


— — — —2— — — — 
X PER 


— — 4 » — — 1 
— 2 — ——— g e 
—— — 0 << — — 4 8. ” 

- X - . k 


\ 


T. he CASTLE of "RNs "OMA. 3 


Join ' d to the Prattle of the purling Rills; 


Were heard the lowing Herds along the Vale, 
| And Flocke loud-bleating from the diſtant Hills, 
And vacant Shepherds piping in the Dale; 
And now and then ſweet Philomel would wail, 
or Stock:Doves plain amid the Foreſt deep, 
| That drowfy ruſtled to the ſighing Gale; 
And ſtill a Coil the Graſhopper did keep : 
et all theſe Sounds yblent inclined all to Sleep. 
1 ol 
Full in the Paſſage of the Vale, above, - 
A fable, ſilent, ſolemn Foreſt ſtodj; 
Where nought but ſhadowy Forms were ſeen to move; | 
As Idleſs faney d. in her dreaming Mood, 
And up the Hills, on either Side, a Wood et” 
Of blackening Pines, ay waving to and fro, 
Sent forth a ſleepy Horror through the 4. - 
And where this Valley winded out, below, . Tu / 
The — Main was heard,and ſcarcely heard, to bor. 
1 B 2 SY ” -- _ 


£ The Caort® of debe. 
| 5 ob „ 
8 Fe "IRE Lind of Drowſyhed it : 

Of Dreams that wave before the m—— 
And of gay Caſtles in che Clouds that paſs, 
For ever fluſhing round a Summer-Sky: 
There eke the ſoft Delights, that witchingly: - 
Inſtil a wanton Sweetneſs through the Breaſt; 
And the calm Pleaſures always hover'd 6-208 5 71 
But whate er ſmack · d of Noyance, or Unreſt, 

= Was far far off expelPd from this delicious Neſt, | 

The Landſkip ſuch, npriag pete B, 

Where InDoLENCE (for ſo the Wizard = 
Cloſe-hid his Caſtle mid embowering Trees, 
That half mut out the Beams of Phebus bright,” | 
And made a Kind of checker'd Day and Night, 
Mean while, unceaſing at the maſſy Gate, 

- Beneath a ſpacious Palm, the wicked Wight 
Was plac'd; and to his Lute, of cruel Fate, 
And Labour harſh, complain'd, lamenting Man's Eſtate. 
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n. Casrur of InDox.mxGs. 5 
VII. 
Thither continual Pilgrims crouded ſtill, | 
From allthe Roads of Earth that paſs there _ | 
|  Far,asthey came d to bregrhe on neighbouring, Hill, = 
| 'T he F. reſhneſs of this Valley ſmote their Eye, . 4 
| And drew them ever and wes nigh, Fn 
Till cluſtering round th? Enchanter falſe they hung, 
Ymolten with his Syren Melody "IE - | 
| While o'er th'enfeebling Lute | his Hand he flung, 
And to the trembling Chord theſe termpting Verſes ſung: : 
Ix. | 
9 Bchold ! ye Pilgrims of this Earth, behold! | 
| «© Yee all but Man with unearn'd Pleaſure gay. 
0 See her bright Robes the Butterfly umfeld. 
Brocke from her vintry Tomb i in Prime of May. 
Uh What youthful B Bride can equal her Array? 
« Who can with Her for eaſy Pleaſure vie? 
« From Mead to Mead with gentle Wing to fray, 
From Flower to Flower on balmy Gales to fly. 
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6 TheCasTLE of InDoLENCE: 
. | „ 
h Behold the merry Minſtrels of the Morn, | 
« The ſwaffring Songſters of the careleſs Grove, 
Ten choufand Throats! that, from the a 2 
6 Hymn their Good Go D, and carol ſweet of Love, 


« Such grateful kindly Raptures them emove : 
"M7 They neither plough, nor ſow ; ne, fit for F lail, 
« Fer to che Barn the nodding Sheaves they ove; 
2 Yet theirs each Harveſt dancing i in the Gale, 
4 Whatever crowns the Hill, or ſmiles along the Vale. 
| Xt. 
00 Outcaſt of Nature, Man! 48 cn Thrall 
* bitter-dropping Sweat, of ſweltry Pain, 
Of Cares that cat away thy Heart with Gall, 
6 © And of the viel an inhuman Train, © 
« That all proceed from ſavage Thirſt of Gain: 
1 For when hard-hearted Tuers firſt began | 
« To poiſon Earth, Aftrea left the Plain; 1 
8 Guile, Violence, nd Murder ſeiz'd on Man; 


5 And, for ſoft wy Streams, with Blood the Riversran, 


M 


The CASTLE of INDOLENCE. 7 
« Come, ye, who ſtill the cumbrous Load of Life - 
« Puſh hard up Hill; but as the fartheſt Steep | 
- You truſt to gain, and put an End to Strife, | 
« Down thunders back the Stone with mighty _ 
And hürls your Labours to the Valley dees 
For- ever vain : come, and, withouten Fee, 
4 in Oblivion will your Sorrows ſteep, 
a: « Your Cares, your Teil, will ſteep you ina Ss 
8 Of full Delight: O come, ye weary Wights, wel , 
x1.) ; 
With we, you need not riſe at 1 Dawn, 
«To paſs the joyleſs Day in various Stounds : 
<« Or, louting low, on upſtart Fortune fawn, - 
** And ſell fair Honour for ſome paltry Pounds; 
8 Or through the City take your dirty Rounds, | 
be To cheat, and dun, and lye, and Viſit pay, 
et Now flattering baſe, now giving ſecret Wounds 5 
Or proul in Courts of Law for buman Prey, 


In venal Senate thieve, or rob on broad Higl. way. 
75 e B 4 5 XIV. 
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N XIV. 26 
6c NaCodks, with me, to ruſtic Labour call, 
2 From Village on to Village founding clear; $.. 
- 0 "os tardy Svlfin no ſhrill-voic'd Matrons ſquall; . 
— No Dogs, no Babes, no Wives, to ſtun your Ear; 
« No Hammers thump ; nd horrid Blackſmith ſear, 
Ne noiſy Tradeſman your ſweet Sluwhers ſtart 
Wich Sounds that are a Miſery to hear: 
« But allis calm, as would delight che Het 
Of Syharize of old) al Nature, and all Art. 
— | 
40 Here we but Candour reigns, indulgent Eaſe, 


: 


« Good-natur'd Lounging, Sauntering up and down : 
o They who are pleas'd chemſelves muſt always plea] z 
« On Others Ways they. never ſquint 5 F. rown, 
1 Nor heed, what haps i in Hamlet or in Town. 
Phe” bos from the Source of tender Indolence, 
With milky Blood the Heart | is overflown, 
” @ Js ſooth'd and ſyeeten d by the ſocial Senſe; ; 
For orlatersf, l Pride, and | Strife are  baviſh'd hence. 


„ 5 XVI. 
4 4 , 0 
3 
« LY * 
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XVI. 


4 | 9 
4 * 
*S 4 


« « _ what, is Virtue, but Repoſe i Mind? 
ay A pure ethercal Calm! that knows no Stam 


6 Above the Reach of wild Ambition 8 Wind, 


* Above thoſe Paſſions that this World deform, . 
+ And rortire Man, 2 \provd malignant Worm! f 


4 Bur here, Ta wk mnt 


* And geoty ſtir the Heart. thereby to form 


bs A dicke Senſe of Joy; as Breezes ſtray | 


XVIL 


<< The Beſt of Men have ever lov'd Repoſe: 3. 
as They hate to mingle in the filthy Fray; 1 
„Wbere the Soul ſorers, and gradual Rancour grows, 


" Imbitter d more from peeviſ Day to Day. 


« Even Thoſe whom Fame bas len ber faireſh Ray; 
e The moſt renown'd of worthy Wights of r 


7 


« Sg Sc C1P10, to dell: e S 


C3 
2 * 


e « Acroſs Nes Skies, apd make them aue Say. - 


5 ; 


55 Redhing, 6 taſted Joy } he never 288 before. TT 
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XVII. 
gut if a little Exerciſc you chuſe, | 
«6 Some Zeſt for Ea tis not forbidden here. 
Nor Amid the Groves you may indulge the Muſe, 
5 « Or tend the Blooms and deck the vernal Year; 
- Or ſoftly ſtealing, with your watry Gear, 

Along the Brooks, the crimſon· potted Fry 
* may delude: The whilſt, amus'd, you hear 
1. Now the hoarſe Stream, and now the Zephyr's Sigh, 

« Attuned to the Birds, and woodland Melody. 
XIX. 

« O gtievous Folly | to heap up Eftate, 

« Loſing the Days you ſee beneath the Sun z 
When, fadden, comes blind unrelenting F ate, 

And ghee th untaſted Portion you have won, 

6, With ruthleſs Toil, and many a Wreteh undone, 
N Thoſe who mock you gone to Pluto's Reign, 
There with fad Ghoſts to pine, and Shadows dun: 

But ſure it is of Vanities moſt vain, _ 


— — — * — =" 
n — — 
> — [ 


« Totoil for what you here untoiling may . x 
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Paton ack we look, and often forely eh. | 
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» + 4 


The deep Vibrations of his witching Song; 3• 


That, by a Kind of Magic Power, conſtrain d 


To enter in, pell-mell, the liſtening Throng. 


11 


He ceag'd. But ſtill their trembling Ears teu d 


4 | 


Heaps pour'd on Heaps, and yet they ſlip'd do 


In filent Eaſe : as hen beneath the Beam 


Of Summer-Moons, the diſtant Woods among, 


or by ſome Flood all filver'd with the Gleam, 


XXI. 


By the ſmooth Demon fo it Gee we; 
And here his baneful Bounty firſt began : 


| The ſoft-embodied Fays through airy Portal ſtream. 


Though ſome there were who would not further pak, 


And his alluring Baits ſuſpected han. 
The Wiſe diſtruſt the too fair - ſpoken Man. 


For do their very Beſt they cannot ſiy, 


\ 


Vet through the Gate they caſt a wiſhful Eye: 
Not to move Alen is all they can; 


— 


12 The CasTLE of hocker. 
EE: n. 
ni b pb wicked Ws 2 
With ſudden Spring he leap'd upon them ſtrat; 
And en as touch d by bis unhallow'd Paw, 
They found themfelves within the curſed Gate; 
| Full hard to be repaſs d, like That of Fate. 
Not ſtronger were of old the Giant Cre, 


Who ſought to pull high Fove from regal State; "Fo 
Though. feeble Wreich he ſeem d, of fallow Hye 3, - 
Certes, who bides his Graſp will that Encounter rue, 


r 


Ane rd Force remains no Trace : 
7 So when a. Maiden fair, ol modeſt Grace, 


In all het burom blooming May of Chants, 
Is ſeized in ſome Loſeb s hot Embrace, 
She waxeth very weakly as ſhe warms, 
Then eee up to Love's kinn Harms. $ 


4 


XXV. 0 
Wak'd by the Croud, bo fem his Roch atols - 
A comely full pred Porter, ſwolo with Sleep: 


His calm, broad, thoughtleſs Aſpett breath d Repos : 


| And in ſueet Torpor he was: plunged deep, - 
Ne could himſelf from ceaſcleſs Yawning . 


While o'er his Eyes the dtowſy Liquor ran, 


Through which his half-wak'd Soul would faintly peep. 


Then taking his black Staff he calld his Man, 
And rous 'd hinofelf as much as rouſe himſelf he can, | 
XXV. 
The Lad leap'd lightly at his Maſter's Call. 
He was, to weet, a little roguiſh Page, 80 6 
Save Sleep and Play who minded nought at all, 5 
Like moſt the untaught Striplings of his Ape. 
This Boy he kept each Band to diſengage, | | 
| Garters and Buckles, Taſk for him unfit, * ©" 
But ill becoming his grave Perſonage, | 1 


5 And which his portly Paunch would not permit. 5 | 
So this lame limber Page to All performed It. 


55 XXVI. 
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Mean time * Mager. Porter wide diſplay'd* 
Great Store of Caps, of Slippers, and of Gowns z 
Wherewith he Thoſe who enter d in array d; 
| Looſe, as the Breeze that plays along the Downs, 
And waves the Summet-Woods when Evening frowns, 
1 O fair Undreſs, beſt Dreſs! it checks no Vein, ; 
4 | But every flowing Limb in Pleaſure drowns, 
C | Andheightens Eaſewith Grace. Tais done, right fin, 
Sir Porter ſat him down, and turn'd to Sleep again. 
„%%% _ - 
Thus eaſy-rob'd, they to the Fountain ſped, 
That in the Middle of the Court up-thre , 
A Stream, high-ſpouting from its liquid Bed, 
And falling back again in drizzly Dew: 
There Each deep Draughts, as deep he thirſted, draw, 


It was a F ountain of Nepenthe rare: 


Whence, as Dan Ho Nx ings, huge Pleaſaunce g grew, 
And ſweet Oblivion wg earthly Care; 

5 

Fair gladſome waking Thoughts, & joyous Dreams more fair. 


XXVIII. 


The CASTLE of INDOLENCE. 15 
This Rite perform'd, Al inly e and ſtill, 
Withouten Trump, was Proclamation made. 
3 Sons of IN DOI EN OE, do what you willy _ 
And wander where you lift, through Hall or Glade: | | | 
Be no Man's Pleaſure for another's ſtaid ; © © 
<< Let Each as likes him beſt his Hours employ 
And curs'd be he who minds his Neighbour's Trade! 
. Here dwells kind Eaſe; and unreproving Joy 
He little merits Bliſs who Others . can annoy.“ 
m_ = 
Strait of theſe endleſs Numbers, framing round; | 
As thick as idle Motes 1 ſunny Ray, | ; 1 


Not one eftſoons i in View was to be found, 
But every Man ſtroll'd off his own. glad Way. 
Wide ofer this ample Court's blank Area, 
With all the Lodges that thereto pertain'd, 
; No living Creature could be ſeen to ſtray ; 
| While Solitude, ang perfect Silence reign'd : 


So chat | to think ” dreamt you almoſt was conftrain'd 
= 47 ä 


0 : 
| 16 The CASTLE of IxDOLENCE. ; 
„„ 
ls when'a Shepherd of the * Hebrides 
Plac'd far amid the melancholy Main, 
( Whetherit be, lone Fancy him beguiles; 
Or that aerial Beings ſometimes deign 
To ſtand, embodied, to our Senſes plain) 
Sees on the naked Hill, or Valley low, © 
The whilſt in Ocean Pbelus dips his Wain, 
A vaſt Aſſembly moving to and fro; 
* W ar at once in Ar diſſolves the wondrous Show, 
XXXI. 
Le Gods of C Quiet. and of Sleep . 
8 Whoſe ſoft Dominion o er this Caſtle {ways, 
- Andall the widely-ſilent Places round, 


Ou me, if my Nei Pen diſplays 
What never yet was ſung in mortal Eays. | 
But how ſhall I attempt ſuch arduous String? | 
I who have ſpent my Nights, and nightly Days, 
In this Soul-deadening Place, looſe- -loitering ? 


"Ab! how ſhall I for This uprear my moulted Wing? 


; XXXII 
*@.T, 56 Nandi on the w ern Coaſt 5f Scotland called the Hebrides, 


— 


5 7 be Ci5trs of IxpoLENCe. 17 
XXXII po 
Come on; my Muſe, nor ſtoop to low Deſpair, 
Thou Imp of Fove, touch'd by celeſtial Fire! 


Thou yet ſhalt ſing of War, and Actions fair, 
Which tlie bold Sons of Bx1Tain will inſpire; i = 

Of antient Bards thou yet ſhalt ſweep the Lyre z 
Thou yet ſhalt tread in Tragic Pall the Stage, 
Paint Love's enchanting Woes, the Heroes Ire, 
The Sage's Calm, the Patriot's noble Rage, i 

Daſhing Corruption down through way worthleſs Age. 

The Doors, that knew no ſhrill alarming Bell, 

Ne curſed Knocker ply'd by Villain's Hand, . N 1 


Self. open'd into Halls, where, who can tell 
What Elegance and Grandeur wide expand 
The Pride of Turkey and of Perſia Land ? 

Soft Quilts Fe: Quilts, on Carpets Carpets ſpread, 
And Couches ſtretch around in ſeemly band; 
And endleſs Pillows riſe to prop the Head ; 


So that each ſ pacious Room was one full-Feelling Bed! 
a "Cc ©, _— 


18 The CASTLE of INDOLENCE. | 
35 _— 
And every-where huge cover'd Tables ſtood, 
; Wich Wines high-flayour'd and rich Viands crown'd ; 
| Whatever ſprightly Juice, or taſteful Food, 
On the green Boſom of this Earth are found, 
And all old Ocean genders in his Round: | 
Some Hand unſeen Theſe filently diſplay'd, - - 
Even undemanded by · a Sign or Sound; F 
Tou need but wiſh, and, inſtantly obey'd, | 
Fair: rang d the Diſhes roſe, and thick the Glaſſes play'd. 
: | XXXV. 
Here Freedom reign'd,. without the leaſt Alloy; 
Nor Goflip's Tale, nor ancient Maiden's Gall, 
Nor faintly Spleen durſt murmur at our Joy, 
1 And with envenom' d Tongue our Pleaſures pall. 
For why? There was but One great Rule for All; 
 Toxwit, That each ſhould work his own Deſire, 
And eat, drink, ſtudy, ſleep, as it may fall, 5 
Or melt the Time in Love, or wake the Lore, 
And carol what, unbid, the Muſes might 2 3 
| XXXVL. 
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XXVII. 


N Rooms with coſtly La were hugs 
Where was inwoven many a gentle Tale; 
Such as of old the Rural Poets ſang; 
Or of Arcadian or Sicilian Vale; Lad? 
Recheing Lovers, in the lonely Dale; DO { 
 Pour'd forth at large the freety-cortur'd Heart * 
Or; looking render Paſſion; ſwell'd the Gale, 
And taught charm'd Echo to and, heir Smart 
While Flocks; Woods, Streams, around, Repoſe and Peace 


( it. 
An. 
Thoſe pleas'd the maſt: where, by a cunning Hand, 
- Depeinten was the Patriarchal Age; 


What Time Dan Abrabam left the Caller Land, 
Aud paſtu?'d on from yetdant Stage to Stage; 
Where Fields and F ountains freſh could beſt engage. | 10 
Toil was tiot then. Of nothing took they Heed, 
But with wild Beaſts the ſilvan War to wage, 8 
And o'er vaſt Plains their Herds and Flocke to feed? | 
Bleſt Sons of Nature * True Golden Age indeed! 
e 7 XXXVIII. 


1 
n 2 CASTLE of IxborExcx. 
A ; XXXVIIL 
Sometimes the Pencil, in cool airy Halls, 
Bade the gay Bloom of Vernal Landſkips riſe, 
Or Autumn's vary'd Shades imbrown the Walls: 
Now the black Tempeſt ftrikes the aſtoniſh'd Eyes; 
Now down the Steep the flaſhing Torrent flies ; 


The trembling Sun now plays o'er Ocean blue, 
And now rude Mountains frown amid the Skies; 
z Whate'er Lorrain light-touch'd with ſoftening Hue, Z 
| A er ſavage Roſa dafh*d, or learned Pouſſin drew. M 
__., "_— 
Each Sound too here to Languiſhment inclin'd, 
Lull'd che weak Boſom, and induced Ease. 
15 N Muſic in the warbling Wind, 
At Diſtance riſing oft, by ſmall Degrees, 


Nearer and nearer came, till o'er the Trees 8 
; It hung, FRE breath'd ſuch Soul- diſſolving Airs, ; | 
Ay dd, alas! with ſoft Perdition pleaſe : | | 
Entangled deep ih its inchanting Snares, 
The liſtening Heart forgot all Duties and al Cares. W 
= . XI. 


| \ 8 Inf 
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> © 

A certain Muſic, never known before, 
Here ſooth'd the penſive melancholy Mind; 
Full eaſily obtain'd. Behoves no more, 
But ſidelong, to the gently-waving Wind, 
To lay the well-tun'd Inſtrument reclinꝰd; | 
From which, with airy flying Fingers light, 
Beyond each mortal Touch che moſt refin'd, 1 8 

rbe God of Winds drew Sounds of deep Delight: > | 
| Whence, with juſt Cauſe, * The Harp of 
Ah me! what Hand 3 
Who up the lofty Dippaſan roll S 5 
Such ſweet, ſuch ad, fluch. ſolemn Airs divine, 
Then jet them down again Jun this Soul? 


ouch the Strings ſo fine? 


Now rifing Love they fan'd ; now pleaſing Dole 


* 


They breath'd, in tender Muſings, through the Heart; 


And now a grayer ſacred Strain they ſtole, 
As when Seraphic Hands an Hymn impart: 


Wild warbling Nature all, above the Reach of Art! 


| ® This is not an Imagination of the Author ; there being in fact ſuch an 
Infirument, called Folus's Harp, which, when placed againſt a little 
Rubbing or Current of Air, protuces the Effect here deſeribed. 


4 


olus it hight 


[ 


| 8 
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4 _ 
Such the gay Splendor, the luxurious State, 
Of Caliphs old, who on the Tygris' Shore, SOM 
| In mighty Bagdat, populous and great, 
5 Held their bright Court, where was of Ladies bote; 
And Verſe, Love, Muſic ſtill the Garland wore: 
| When Sleep was coy, “ the Bard, 1 Waiting there, 
| Chear'd the lone Midnight with the Muſe'sLore 3 
| Compoſing Muſic bade his Dreams be fair, 
And Muſic lent new Gladneſs to the Morning Air. 


XIIIII. 


| Near the Pavilions where we ſlept, till ran 


* 


FBioft tinkling Streams, and daſhing Waters fell, 
And fobbing Breezes figh'd, and oft began 
| (So work” d tlie Wizard) wintry Storms to ſwell, 
As Heaven and Earth they would together mell: 
At Doors and Windows, threatening, ſrem'd to call 
The Demons of the Tempeſt, growling fell, | 
Tet the leaſt Entrance found they none at all; 


| Whence ſoceter grew our - Got ſecure in maſly Hall, 


„ The Arabian Caliphs had Ports among the Officers of their C ourt,, 
whoſe __ it was to do what- 15 4 mentioned. _ | 


3 4, 
89 pe . * 5 . 5 , » 


ws> 


The CasTLE of * 17 
And hither Morpheus ſent his kindeſt Dreams, 
Raiſing a World of gayer Tindt and Grace; 
O'er which were ſhadowy caſt Elyſian Gleams, 
That play'd, in waving Lights, from Place to ta Place, | 
And ſhed a roſeate Smile on Nature's F | 
Not Titian's Pencil e' er could ſo array, 

80 fleece with Clouds the pure Ethereal Space 3 
Ne could it e' er ſuch melting Forms diſplay, 
As looſe on flowery Beds all languiſhingly lay. 

am 7 
No, fair Illuſions! artful Phantoms, no! 
My Muſe will not attempt your Fairy-Land : 
She has no Colours that like you can glow ; * 
Ta catch your vivid Scenes too groſs her 
But fare it i 18, was ne'er a ſubtler Band | © | E: 
Than theſe ſame guileful Angel- ſeeming Sprights, 
Who thus in Dreams, voluptuous, ſolt, and dland. | 
Pour'd all th* Arabian Heav'n upon our Nights, \ 1 
And bleſs'd (hem oft beſides with more rein d Delights. 5 
N . XL 
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XLVI. 4 
They were in Sooth a moſt enchanting Train, 
Even feigning Virtue ; ſkilful to unite 
With Evil Good, and ftrew with Pleaſure Pain. 
But for thoſe Flends, whom Blood and Broils delight z 
Who hurl the Wretch, as if to Hell outright, 9 
| Down down black Gulphs, where ſullen Waters cep, 
Or bold him clambering all t e fearful git 
On beetling Cliffs, or pent in Ruins deep: 


24 


They, till due Time ſhould ſerve, were bid far hence to 


[keep. 
XLVII. 
Ye Guardian Spirits, to whom Man is dear, | 


From theſe foul Demons ſhield the Midnight Gloom! 

Angels of F ancy and of Love, be near, 

And o'er the Wilds of Sleep diffuſe a Bloom ; ; 

Evoke the ſacred Shades of Greece and Rome, | l 

And let them Virtue with : a Look impart! d 

But chief, a while o lend us from the Tomb 

Thoſe long-loſt Friends for whom ſin Love we ſmart, . 
| And f fill with pious Awe and Joy-mi t Woe the Heart! 


J 


— 
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XLVII. 7 

Or ar are you ponive Bid the Morn of Youth | 
Riſe to new Light, and beam afreſh n 

Of Innocence, Simplicity, and Truh; | 

To Cares eftrang'd, and Manhood* S 3 Ways. 

What Tranſport! Fo retrace our boyiſh Plays, 

Our eaſy Bliſs, when each Thing Joy ſupply'd : 

Tm Woods, the Mountains, and the warbling Maze 
of the wild Brooks But, fondly wandering wide, | 
\My Muſe, reſume the Taſk that yet & doth thee — 

XLIX. a 
One great Amuſement of our Houſhold was, 
ä huge cryſtal magie Globe to ſpy, 
Still as you turn'd it, all Things that do paſs 
| Upon this Ant-Hill Earth; where conſtantly 
Of Idly-buſy Men the reſtleſs F ry 
Run buſtling t and fro with- fooliſh Haſte, 
In ſearch oſ Pleaſures vain, that from them fly; ' 
Or which, obtain'd, the Caitiffs dare not taſte : 
When nothing is enjoy'd, cin there be greater Waſte? 
5 


„„ 
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: A 85 * 5 
Of Vanity #he Mirror This was calb d. 
Here you a Muckworm of the Town might * 
At his dull Deſk, amid his Legers ſtall'd, 
Eat up with carking Care and Penurie; = 
Moſt like to Carcaſe parch'd on a 8 
A Penny faved i is a Penny got: 
Firn to this ſcoundrel Maxim keepeth le, 
*Ne of its Rigour will he. bate a Jot, 
Till it has quench' d his Fire, and baniſhed his Pot. 
x LL. / 
S Strait from the Filth of this low Grub, behold! 
= Comes fluttering forth a gaudy ſpendthrift ma, Jy - 
| All gloſſy gay, enamel'd all with Gold, = 
be filly Tenant of the Summer-Air, f | 
In Folly loſt, of Nothing takes he Care; - 
Pimps, Lawyers, Stewards, Harlots, Flatzrers vile, 
And thieving Tradeſmen him among them ſhare: . 
His Father's Ghoſt from Limbo-Lake, the. while, 
Sees This, which more Damnation does upon him pile, 
| LI, 


= - - : 
* # — — — — 7 = f — 
== — 6 X 2 5 . — A = l | 
0 l r - U 5 . 8 <<” _ 4 F 
l — - — — 2 — p —_— \ 3 __ _ > © — — _ % — - - 
8 — o * — — — — — — . — — N 1 9 * 5 hl \ —_ 
— . 1 . , . OT — I inns he ee. 3 3 
2. — bog Ro ———_— - —_<©S —Sa 2 ADE D 1 8 1 8 * K 
— -_ — wx ae a =—_ — — - * 
2 S C — — D 2 . x 
- — — — — — a — — —— ——_ * — e —_— _ 
' - 
* 
- : * 
6 1 


— — — 

2 TID. nPm__ TE c—_—_——_ 
ym 3 — — — . * 
2 oy — — = 


2 . . r 
— DE ” 4 A — 
2 — — N — — 
2 — — 4 
— — — — — — 
2 - — — — 
. . 


The CasTLE of INDOLENCE.. 275 


| This Globe poyrigay'd the Race of learned Men, 
Still at their Books, and turning o'er the Page, 
Forwards and backwards: oft they ſnatch the Pen, 
| As if inſpir'd, and i in a Theſpian Rage ; 
Then write, and blot, as would your Ruth engage. 
Why, Authors, all this Scrawl and Scribbling ſore ? 
- To loſe the preſent, gain the future Age, 
Praiſed to be when you can hear no more, 
And much entich'd with Fame when uſeleſs 5 worldly Store, 
. LIII. , 
Then would a ſplendid City riſe to View, 
With Carts, and Cars, and Coaches roaring all : 
Wide-pour'd abroad, behold the prowling Crew, 
See! how they daſh along from Wall to Wal; 
At every Door, hark | how they thundering call 
Good Lord what can this eager Rout excite? _ 
Why? Each on Each to prey, by Guile or Gall 5 


With Flatery Theſe, with Slander Thoe to bib, 


ene new welome Parties for the * Night. 
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28 The Cas TIE of INDOLEXCE. | 
_ | 1 0 
ae of Patty bent rd 
In dark Cabals and nightly Juntos met; 
And now they whiſper'd cloſe, now ſhrugging rear d 
Th important Shoulder; then, as if to get 
' New Light, their twinkling Eyes were inward ſet: 
No ſooner » ” Lavcifer recalls Affairs, 
Than forth they various ruſh i in mighty Fret ; 
When, lo! puſh*d up to Power, and crown'd cheir Cares, 
In comes another Set, and kicketh them down Stairs. 
: 8 1 
But what moſt ſhew'd the Vanity of Life, 

Was to behold the Nations all on Fire, 

In cruel Broils engag'd, and deadly Strife; 
Moſt Chriſtian Kings, inflam'd by black Defire, 
With Honourable Ruffians in their Hire, 

Cauſe War to rage, and Blood around to pour : 
Of this ſad Work when Each begins to tire, 
They ſit them down juſt where they were before, 

Till for new Scenes of Woe Peace ſhall their Force reſtore. 
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- The CksTLE of [xDoLENCE. | 19 
1 — 
Lo number up the Thauſands dwelling here, 

An uſeleſs were, and eke an endleſs Taſk : 

From Kings, and thoſe who at the Helm appear; 
To Gipſies brown, in Surnmer-Glades who baſk. 

Yea, many a Man perdis I could unmaſk, 

Whoſe Deſk and Table make a ſolemn Show. 
With Tape-ty'd Traſh, and Suits of Fools a aſle 

F or Place or Penſion, laid in decent Row z _ 
But Theſe [ paſſen by, with nameleſs Numbers moe. 


0 TR 
Of all Sik gentle Tenants of the Place, 
There was a Man of {| pecial grave Remark : 
A certain tender Gloom o :erſpred his Face, 
Penſive not ſad, in Thought involv'd not dark, 
As ſoote this Man could ſing as Morning-Lark, 
| And teach the nobleſt Morals of the Heart : | 
But Theſe his Talents were ybury'd ſtark ; 
| Of the fine Stores he Nothing would i impart, 


Which a boon ass gave, or Nature-peinting Art. 
Ln. 
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30 The CAsTLR of Is DOLENCE: 
. _ a 
To Noontide Shades incontinent he an;, 
| | Where purls the Brook with Sleep-inviting Sound 
Or when Dan Sol to lope. his Wheels began; 
Amid the Broom he baſk'd him on the Ground; 
Where the wild Thyme and Camomil are found: 
There would he linger, till the lateſt Ray 
Of Light fat quivering on the Welkin' 8 Bound Fs 
Then homeward through the twilight Shadows ſtray; 
Sauntring and flow. So had he paſſed many a Day. 
5 a 
Yer not in thoughtleſs Slumber were they paſt: | 
For oft the heavenly Fire, that lay conceal'd | 
Emongſt the ſleeping Embers, mounted faſt; . 
And all its native Light anew reveal'd; watt: 1 
Ofc as he tra ddr d the Cerulean Field, 
And mark*d the Clouds that drove before the Wind: 
Ten thouſand glorious Syſtems would he build; | 
Ten thouſand great Ideas fill'd his Mind; 
Bot with the Clouds they fled; and left no Trace-behing 
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The CastL® of INDOLENGE. Ft 
With him was ſometimes join' d, in dent Walk, 
(Profoundly ſilent, for chey never ſpoke) 1 = 
One ſhyer ſtill, who quite deteſted Talks Eg? 
Oft, ſtung by Spleen, at once away he broke, 
To Groves of Pine, and brown o'erſhadowing Oaks 3 
There, indy thrill'd, he wander'd all alone, 
And on himſelf his penſive Fury wroke, 
Ne ever utter'd Word, fave when firſt ſhone 
The glitering Star of Eve Thank Heaven! the Da 


IL 

Here lurk*d a Wretch, who had not crept ou 

For forty Yeats, ne Face of Mortal ſeen ; 

In Chamber brooding like a loathly Toad, 

: And ſure his Linen was not very clean; 

Through ſecret Loop hole, that had maclerd been 

Near to his Bed, his Dinner vile, he took , 

| Unkempt, and rough, of ſqualid Face and Mien, | 

Our Caſtle's Shame ! whence, from his filthy Nook, 
We drove the Villain out for fitter L to look. 
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1 The CASTLE of IxDOLENCH. 
EE = 
One Day there cans? into theſe Halls to rove 
A joyous Youth, who took you at firſt Sight 3 
Him the wild Wave of Pleaſure hither drove, 
Before the ſprightly Tempeſt tolling light : 
Cakes, he was a moſt engaging Wight, 
Of ciel Glee, and Wit humane though keen, 
Turning the Night to Day and Day to Night; 
For him the merry Bells had rung, I ween, 
fk in this Nook of Quiet Bells had ever been. 
- LXIIL. 
But not even Pleafare to Exceſs is good, - 
What mol} elates then ſinks che Soul as low ; 
When Spring Tide Joy potrs in with copious Flood, 
The higher till th' exalting Billows flow, 
The farther back again they flagging go, 
And leave us groveling on the dreary Shore : 
Taught by this Son of Joy, we found it ſo; 
Who, whilſt he ſtaid, kept in a gay Uproar | 
Our madden'd Caſtle all, th Abode of Sleep no none. 
 20v- 


| To him, the ſacred Love of Nature lent. 111 7 
And. ae * he PRE Valley, gh 45 3 


To him the. better. Sort this. friendly Meſſage ſent. 
8 4 | -” D | LXVI. 8 
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I. CASTLE, of bbs * * C7 
| Th LAIV. | f 


. Nach h prime of June a burniſtid Fly. : 53 2.3 - 


Sprung from the Meads & o'er which he ſwecps along, | 
Chear N. by: the bre cathing Bloow, and r Re 


Tunes up, amid theſe airy Halls his Song. 
Soothing, at firſt the gay; repoſing Thongs, a 


85 
= * & 


Ad oft he fps their Bowl; or, pearly-drown'd, . 


He, thence recovering, drives: their — $ 
Aud. ſcares their tender See, pith Trump profound; 


Then out againche fiew 60 ing his many NN 


Another Guelt here was, Senſe rend. ...1 


Who felt each Worth, for every Worth he 615 0 


Serene at Warm, barrien dune, 


«F<. 
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Him — inmoſt Walks qhe:Myſes.lad, 
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34 Tie CasTy of IxDOLEXCE. 


IXVI.. 
Come, dwell with us! true Son of Virtue, come! 
e But if, alas! we cannot Thee perſuade, | 
« To lie content beneath our peaceful Dome, 
Ne ever more to quit our quiet Glade 
5 00 Yet when at laſt thy Toils, but ill apaid, | 
« Shall dead thy Fire, and damp its Heavenly Spark, Ml - 
& Thou wilt be glad to ſetk the Rural Shade, 
There to indulge the Muſe, and Nature mark: 
* Wethen aLodge for Thee will rear in HacLey-Park.” 
| LXVII. 
Here whilom ligg'd th' — 
Bot call'd by Fame, in Soul ypricked deep, 
A noble Pride reſtor'd him to the Stage, 
And rous'd Him like a Gyant from his Sleep. 


x 


Even from his Slumbers we Advantage reap: 
With double Force th aſtoniſh'd Scene he wakes, 
Yet quits not Nature's Bounds. He knows to keep 
Each due Decorum: Now the Heart he ſhakes; 

And now with weilurg d Senſe th'enlighten'd Judgment. 


4 x . LXVIIL 


The CASTLE of INDOLENGE. 33 
7 0-0 LXVIL N 
A Bard here dwelt, more fat than Bard beſeems J 
Wo void of Envy, Guile, and Luft of Gain, | 
On Virtue till, and Nature's pleaſing Themes, | 250 
Pour'd forth his unpremeditated Strain, „„ & 
The. World forfaking with a calm Difdain: 3 | 
_ Here laugh'd he careleſs in his eaſy Seat, 
| Here quaff d encircled with the joyous Trin; 
Oft moralizing ſage; his Ditty ſweet 
He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat, 
_ 
Full oft by Holy Feet our Ground was trod, 
Of Clerks good Plenty here you mote elpy. 
A little, round, fat, oily Man of God, 8 
Was one 1 chiefly mark d among the Fry | 
He ad, roguiſh Twinkle in his Eye, 8 
And ſhone all gliſtening with ungodly Dew, 
If a tight Damſel chaunc'd to trippen by; 5 
Which when obſerv'd, he ſhrunk 1 into his Mew, | 


ent * ae would recollect his Piety ane w. a 
-1 oo > D2 IXxx. 
In. * The 2 Lines of this Stanza were aurit by a Friend of the Author. 
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36 "Thi CASTLE of IxpOLENCx. 
| =  _- 
Nor be forgot a Tribe, | who minded _ RE 2 
| (Old Inmates of the Plice) but State- Affuirs: 
2 They Joke d, perde, as if they deeply thought # - 


And on their Brow fat every Nation's Cürs. 
The World by denn k is pared out in Shares, © 
When i in che Hal of Smoak they CongreſvH6ld,” 


58 


And che ſage Berry bh burnt Mocha bers _ 
Has clear'd their inward Eye: chen, ſmod⸗ ere. 


i l "© Their de forth, myſterious as f od. 
* LXXI. 
Here argu beauty kept her pale cd Court: 


Bevies of dainty Dames, of "high Degres, ö 
Wh. From every Quarter hither male Reſört; E 
"mY * Where, * from grofs meth Care and Bulihels Free, 


They lay, pour'd out in Eaſe and Lutry, bad M4 
Or ſhould” they a Vain She of Work affine, - A 
vl. - Abs! and'well-a-tay 1 what can it be? 1 6 17 
+ Tokio, wo beit, to range che vetbel Blot 7 
wW. But far 1 is caſt tlie Dink, Spiainitg-Wited, and Loom 


at. . 
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Their only Labour was to kill the Time; 
And Labour dire 4 it is, and weary Woe. 
They ſir, LE loll ryrn 0 er ſome 1 


Then, riſing ſudden, 


Or ſaunter forth, with tottering Step and how: n 
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to the Glas they 80, 
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This ſoon too rude an Exerciſe they lind; 


Strait on the Cough their ] Limbs 2948 Fee throw, 
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Where Hours on Hours they fghing lie rein 80 
And N the yapoury. God bolt breathing in 105 Wind. | 


Now muſt L mark the Villainy we found, 


A Place here was, ep, dreary, under Ground; 


© #4 * 71 2 . 2 


Where "Nil our Inmates, when unplcaing grown, 
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But ah! 000 lte, as ſhall eisen be thewn, 
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Diſcas'd, and loathſome, privily were thrown. 


Far from the Light of Heaven, they languilh'd there, 


N 


For of theſe Wretches taken was no \Care: : 


| Fierce Fiends, and Hags of Hell, thei c oaly. Nurs were, 
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| Unpity'd uttering many a bier Groan f Is 
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38 The CasTLE of INDOLENCE: 
LXXIV. : 
Alas! the Change! oa Scenes of Joy and Reſt, | 
To this dark Den, where Sickneſs tas d alway. | 
Here Letbargy, with deadly Sleep oppreſt, 
Stretch don his Back a mighty Lubbard lay, 
Heaving his Sides, and ſnored Night and Day ; 


To fi mum from his Traunce it was not cath, E 
| And his half-open*d Eyne he ſhut ſtrait way : 


He led, I wot, the ſofteſt Way to Death, 
And taught withouten Pain and Strife. to vl the Breath. 
1. 5 ILXXV. 
' Of Limbs cats, but withal unſound, 
Soft-fwoln and pale, here lay the Hydropſy . 
Unwieldy Man ! with Belly monſtrous round, 
For ever fed with watery Supply; _ 
For ſtill he drank, and yet he ſtill was ary. / 
And moping here did Hypochondria ſit, 5 
Mother of Spleen, i in Robes of various Dye, 
„ Who vexed was full oft with ugly Fit; ; . 
And ſorne Her frantic deem'd, & ſome Her deem'd aWit. 
1 * GEES 
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The CASTLE of INDOLENCE. 39 
LXXVI. | 
A Lady proud ſhe was, of ancient -— 
Yet oft her Fear her Pride made crouchen low ; 
She felt, or fancy d in her fluttering Mood, 
All the Diſeaſes which the Spittles know, 
And ſought all Phy ſic which the Shops beſtow. 
And ſtill new Leaches and new Drugs would wy, 
Her Humour ever wavering to and fro 
For ſometimes ſhe would laugh, and ſometimes cry, 
Then ſudden waxed wroth ; and all he knew not why. 
OE IXXVII. 
Faſt by her Side a liſtleſs Maiden pin d, 
With aching Head, and ſqueamiſh Heart-Burnings; 
Pale, bloated, cold, ſhe ſeem'd to hate nn 
Yeh lov'd in Secret all forbidden Things. f 
And here the Tertian ſhakes his chilling Wings; 1 
The ſleepleſs Gout here counts the crowing Cocks, 
. A Wolf now gnaws him, now a Serpent ſtings z 
Whilſt Apoplexy cramm'd Intemperance knocks 
Down to the Ground at Once, as Butcher felleth Ox. 
: D 4 e cave U. 
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„ „ 
SC AN the Cattle of the Ste G S W | 
Abt where fall 1 fo feet 4 Delgg Hundes“ 
For all around, withbut, and all within" ona e K. 
Nothing fave what delightfül was and Kind, T 
of Goodneſs Aybüring and 4 tender Mind: = 
Eber rofe to Mew. But now another Serving ol 
Of aoleful Nöte, ul alas! remains behind e: 
I now muſt fing of Pleaſit©.curh'd e Nase Ibak. 
And of the falſe Enehanter I x bean e * i © 
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42: The CASTLE of INDOLENCE. 
Ts there no Patron to protect the Muſe, 

And fence for her Parnaſſus barren Soil ? 

To every Labour its Reward accrues, 

And they are ſure of Bread who ſwink and moil; 

But a fell Tribe 25· Aonian Hive deſpoil, 

As ruthleſs Waſps oft rob the painful Bee: 

Thus while the Laws not guard that nobleſt Toil 

Ne for the Muſes other Mecd decree, 
They praiſed are alone, and ftarve right merrily. 

III. 5 

I care not, Fortune, what you me deny: 

You cannot rob me of free Nature s Grace; 

You cannot ſhut the Windows of the Sy, | 
Through which Aurora ſhews her brightening Face: 
| You cannot bar my conſtant Feet to trace | 

The Woods and Lawns, by living Stream, at Eve: 
Let Health my Nerves and. finer Fibres brace, | 
And1 their Toys to the great Children leave ; 


_ Of Fancy, Reaſon, Virtue, nought can me bercave. | 
6% F S208 | | IV. 
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The CASTLE of INDOLENCE. 43 
1 = 7 | 
Come then, my Muſe, and raiſe a bolder Sang 
Dragging the lazy languid Line along 
Fond to begin, but ſtill to finiſh loth, 00% SM 
Thy half-writ Scrolls all eaten by the Mek: 
Ariſe, and ſing that generous Imp of Fame, © 
Who, with the Sons of Softneſs nobly ms. 
To ſweep away this Human Lumber came. 
Or in a choſen Few to rouſe the ſlumbering Flame.” A 
WW a 
In Fairy-Land chere liv'd'a Knight of Id. 
Of Feature ſtern, Selvaggio well yelep d. 7579 aA 
A rough unpoliſh'd Man, robuſt and bold); 
But wondrous poor : he neither ſow d nor reap'd,” | 
Ne Stores in Summer for cold Winter heap'dz” - ⁊7/ 
In Hunting all his Days away he wor; 
Nou ſcorch'd by June, now in November ſteep'd, 
No pinch'd by biting January ſore, 3 
le ail in Woods purfi'd the Libbard and che Boar.” 
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44 The CasTHLE N -INdOLENCE. 
] vI. 1 5 
As he one Morning, long before the Down, | 
Frick d through the Foreſt ta diſlodge his Prey, 
Dowd in the winding Boſom of a Lan. 
With Wood wild-fring'd, he mark d a Taper's Ray, 
That from the beating Rain, and wintry Fray, 
Did to a lonely Cott his Steps deco; 
There, up to earn the Noedments of the Day, © | 
He found Dame Poveriy, nor fair nor beni 101 
Her he.compreſs'd, and fill'd Her with a luſty Boy. 
=. vn . 
Amid che g d Shade this Boy; was bred,  : 
And grew at laſt a Knight of mubhel Fam. 
Of active Mind and vigorous-Luſtyheds - +: fauor £ 
Taz Kuaur or AzTs nn InpueTry:by Name. 
Earth was his Bed, the Boughs his Roof did frame; 
He knew no Beverage but the flowing Sureams 
His taſteful well-car'd Food the filvas Game, 
Or the brown Fruit with which the Waod-Lands teem: a 
The EIN: or che Winter breme. 
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be CagTLE \of IsDouenty. * Us 
ä 
So päfs'd his youthly Morhing, void of Curt, 
Wild as the Colts that through the Common run; 
For him no tender Parents troubled were, BH 
He of the Foreſt Trend to be he Sony mm . 


E And.vertes had been utterly oi 220 2 ni bu 
But that Minerva Pity of him tock, r Ht 
With all the Gods that love the Rural 1 10 A 


Thar teach 2o-tame the Soil and rule the Orock ; 

Ne did che facved Nine diſdain a gebtde Lack. 
| 

Of fendle Genius" Umm aht iiesturd well” 1-10 1A 

In every Setence, and in every Art, i by 28 

By which Mankind the thoughtleſs deen, 


a That can or:Uſe, or Joy, or Grace impart, 
Diſdloſing all che Powers of Head and Feat. : 
| Ne were the igoodly/Exercifes'{par'd, ” |: 4/7 
Phat bruce the Nerves, or make the Limbs, alert, 1 
g = And mix elaſtic Foree with Firmmeſs bartl 10 71 7 


” Was note Knight Ground mere be wick him compu 
i 11 4 * 8 | _ 
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46 The CasTLE of INDOLENCE, 
= 
Sometimes, with early Morn, he mounted gay 
The Hunter-ſteed, exulting o'er the Dale, 
And drew the roſeat Breath of orient Day; 
Sometimes, retiring to the ſecret Vale, 
Yclad in Steel, and bright with burniſh'd Mail, 
He ſtrain'd the Bow, or toſs'd the 2 Spear; 
Or darting on the Goal outſtrip'd the Gale, 
Or wheel'd the Chariot in its Mid-Career, 
Or ſtrenuous wreſtled hard with many a tough Compeer, 
XI. | 
At other Times he pry'd through Nature's Store, 
Whate'er ſhe in th* Etherial Round contains, 
Whate'er ſhe hides beneath her verdant Floor, 
The vegetable and the mineral Reigns; i 
Or elſe he ſcann'd the Globe, thoſe ſmall Domains, 
Where reſtleſs Mortals ſuch a Turmoil keep, 
ln ie Vicote; le Mhenni ind hi 
But more he ſearch'd the Mind, and rous'd from Sleep 
Thboſe moral Seeds whence we heroic Actions reap. _ 
. 5 ts "mw 
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Nor would he ſcorn to ſtoop from high Purſuits” 
Of heavenly Truth, and Practiſe what ſhe taught. + 
Vain is the Tree of Knowlege without Fruits. | 
Sometimes in Hand the Spade or Plough he caught, 
Forch- calling all with which boon Earch is fraught; 
Sometimes he ply d the ſtrong mechanic Tool, 
Or rear'd the Fabric from the fineſt Draught: 
And oft he put himſelf to Nys Sho. 
Fighting with Winds and Waves on the vert Ocean Pool, 


er. 
XIII. 
Tro folace then theſe rougher Toils, he try'd. |. 
To touch the kindling Canvaſs wio-Lifes.- 1! 11) 
With Nature his creating Pencil vy'd, - ! 
With Nature joyous at the mimic Strife: 
Or, to ſuch Shapes as grac'd Pygmalion's Wife, x 
| He hew'd the Marble; or, with yary'd Fre, 
He rous'd the Trumpet, and the martial Fife, 
* Or bad the Lute ſweet Tenderneſs inſpire, 
Or Verſes fram'd that well might. wake Apollo's Lyre. 
„ | TX 8 _— 
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| 


VIV. 


Ac compliſh'd thus he from the Woods iſh d, 
Full of great Aims, and bent on bold Emprizes | 


The Wark; which long he in his Breaſt had br 10 
Now to perform he ardent did deviſes .: | 
To-wn,: a harbarous World to civiliges 


oy 
— & #% * 


Fand ws till Then a bonadles Foreſt wild; 


Nought to be ſeen but ſavage Wood. am Skies: 
No Cities nouriſh*d Arts, no Culture mild, 


No Government, no Laws, no gentle Manners mild. 


* 


NV. | 


A rugged Wight, the Wart of Brutes, Was Man! 


On his own wretched Kind he, ruthleſs, prey'd; | 
The Strongeſt ſtill che Wegkeſt-over-rany 


In every Country mighty Robbersfway?d, 


And Guile-and ruffjan Force: vere all ther Trade. 0 


Life was not Life; but Rapine, Want, and Woez" 


Which this brave Knight, in noble: Anger, made [ 
To ſmear, che-wouldthe raſcal -Rout-oerthrow,' 


For; by che Powers Diving; it ſhould no more bet 
8 8 . 
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1 6. nn. | 

| It would exceed the Purport of my Song, N 

To ſay how this beſt Sun, from orient ** 

Came beaming Life and Beauty all along. N 

Before him chaſing Indolence and Crimes. FH 

Still as he paſs'd, the Nations he ſublimes 

And calls forth Arts and Virtue with his Ray: 8 

Then Egypt, Greece and Rome their Golden . 

Succeſſive, had ; but now in Ruins grey | 

They lie, to ſlaviſh Sloth and Tyranny a Prey. 7 : 
XVII. 9 

To crown his Toi, Six InpuSTRY | then ſpred 

The ſwelling Sail, and made for Baran” un 
A Sylvan Life till then the Natives led. . 

In the brown Shades and green · wood Foreſt loſt, 

All careleſs rambling where it lix d them moſt : WI \I 

Their Wealth the Wild. Deer bouncing thro? the Glade; 

They lodg'd at large, and liv*d at Nature's Coſt ;, 

Save Spear, and Bow, withouten other Adds 54. 2 | 

Yet not the Roman Steel their * Breaſt diſmay d. 

| SE XV... 
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25 XVII. 
He lik*d the Soul, he lik*d the clement Skies, 
He lik*d the verdant Hills and flowery Plains. 
Be This my great, my choſen Iſle (he cries) 
This: whilſt my Labours LisBzzTy ſuſtains, 
This Queen of Ocean all Aſſault diſdains. 
Nor lik”d he leſs the Genius of the Land, 
To Freedom apt and perſevering Pains, 
Mild to obey, and generous to command, 
Temper'd by forming Hz avzn with kindeſt firmeſt Hand. 
XIX. 
Here, by Degrees, his Maſter- Work aroſe, 
Whatever Arts and Induftry can . 
| Whatever finiſh'd Agriculture knows, 
Fair Queen'of Arts! from Heaven itſelf who came, 
When Eden flouriſh'd in unſpotted Fame: 
— And fill with Her ſweet Innocence we find, 
And tender Peace, and Joys without a Name, 


Thar! while they rapture, tranquillize the Mind ; 
Ne and Art at once, Delight and Uſe nn. 
| XX. 
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; Then Towns he quicken'd by 'mechanic Arts, "9 
| And bade the fervent City glow with Teil z 
| Bade ſocial Commerce raiſe renowned Marys 
Join Land to Land, and marry Soil to Soil, 
| Unite the Poles, and without bloody Snail. 115 
Bring home of either Ind ile gorgeous Stores 3, bf 
Or, ſhould Deſpotic Rage the World- 3 
Bade Tyrants exenble on remoteſt Shores, 
While o'er a Deep BRT ANN — 
5 65 
The drooping Moſes then he weſtward call'd, © 
From the fam'd City * by Propontis Sea, | 
What Time the Turk th'enfeebled Grecian crab dz 
Thence from their cloiſter'd Walks he ſet them free: : 


And brought them to another Sale. 

Where 16s many a famous Nourlling breeds 5 9955 

Or where old Cam fob paces 0 'er the Lea, Wb 
"i penſive Mood, tunes his Doric Reeds, N 


The whilſt his Flocks at large the lonely * "FOR, 
E 2 XXII. 


| / 
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II. 
Yet the fine Arts were what he finiſh'd leaſt. 
For why? They are the Quinteſſence of All, | 
The Growth of labouring Time, and: ſlow increaſt; 
Unlck, . linden chances; it ſhould fall, Bs 
That mighty Patrons the coy Siſters call 
Up to the Sun-ſhine of uncumber'd Eaſe, 
Where no rude Care the mounting Thought may y thrall, 
And where they nothing have to do but Pleaſe : 


Ah! gracious God! thou know'ſt they aſk no other F es. 


© 


. XXIII. 
But now, alas ! we live too late in Time : 


Our Patrons now even grudge that little Claim, 


82 


Except to ſuch as fleek the ſoothing Rhyme 


And yet, forſooth, they wear Maczxas' Name, 


Poor Sons of put. up Vanity, not F ame! 


Unbroken Spirits, cl chear! ſtill, Rill remains 


Tht Eternal Patron, LizenTY ; 4 Flame, 


| While ſhe protedts, inſpires the nobleſt Seis. 
The beſt, and Gerte fu, are e Toil-created 5 : 
—_—} 9 2 gs XXIV. | 
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W be 

Whenas the Knight had fram'd, in Barr ame. Lans, 
A matchleſs Form of glorious Government; ke 
In which the ſovereign Laws alone command, 5 8 
Laws ſtabliſh'd by the public free Conſent, 
Whoſe Majeſty is to the Sceptre lent: 
When this great Plan, with each dependent An, ; 


Was ſettled firm, and to his Heart's Content; . 
Then ſought he from the toilſome Scene to part, _ 


And let Life's vacant Eve breathe Quiet through the Heart. 


1 XXV. 

For This he choſe a Farm in Deve's . 

Where his long Alleys peep'd upon the Main. 

In this-calm Seat he drew the healthful Cole, 

Commix'd the Chief, the Patriot, and the Wa. : 

The happy Monarch of his Sylvan Train! 

Here, ſided by the Guardians of the Fold, 

He walk'd his Rounds, and chear d his bleſt Domains 
His Days, the Days of unſtain d Nature, roll'd, 

| un with Peace and Joy, like Patriarch's of old, td 

LT ADS Hy * XXVI. 
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—_— x 
© Suits ye wi Herts, 8 let him Nik; 
Witness, 5e Ticks, whoſe wodtly Veſtments fr 
Exceed foft India's Cotton, or her Sikk, 
Witneſs, with Autumn charg'd, the nodding C 


That homeward came beneath feet Evening” s Star, 
Or of ſeptember-Moons the Radiance mild. 
O hide thy Head, abominable War! 
Of Ctimes and ruffian Idleneſs the Child! 
From Heaven this Life yſprung, from Hell thy Glogs vila! 
„„ XXVII. 
Nor, from his deep Retirement, baniſh'd was 
THY amuſing Cares of Rural Induſtry. 
Still, as with grateful Change the Seaſons paſs, . 
(New Scanes'ahife, new Landſidps fhike the Eye; 
And all th* enliven'd Country beautify : 
Gay Plains extend where Marſhes ſlept before; 
| 'Ofer recent Meads tl exulting Streamlets fly 
Dark frowning Heaths grow bright wich Ceres Store, 
And * unbrown the * or wave along the Shore. 
p 4 XXVIII. 
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As nearer to ola Farm you made Approach, 

He poliſh*d Nature with a finer Hand : 

Yet on her Beauties durſt not Art incroach; 85 

»Tis Art's alone theſe Beauties to expand. | 

In graceful Dance immingled, o'er the Land, 

Pan, Pales, Flora, and Pomona play d: 


4 ks 
Even here, ſometimes, the rude wild Commion fand 5 


An happy Place; where free, and unafraid, 
Amid the n Brakes each mann ſtray 4. 
XXIX. 
But in prime Vigour what can laſt for ay? 
That ſoul-enfeebling Wizard IxpolExox, rb | 
I whilom ſung, wrought in his Works decay: 
Spred far and wide was his curs'd Influence; 
Of Public Virtue much he dull d the Senſe, 
Even much of Private; eat our Spirit out, m 
And fed our rank laxurlous Vices: whence 
The Land was ovetlaid with many a Lout 
wm as od Fame report wile, generous, as and ſtout. 
E4 -.... ANG 
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. 
A Rage of Pleaſure madden'd every Breaſt, | 
Don to the loweſt Lees the F n ran: 
I 0 his Iicentious Wiſh Each muſt be bleſt, 
i} With Joy be fever d; ſnatch it as he can. 
Thus Vice the Standard rear d; her Arrier-Ban 
Corruption call'd, and loud ſhe gave the Word. 
Mind, mind yourſelyes! Why ſhould the vulgar Man, 


o 
: 
N 
2 
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| | : 6 The Lacquey'be more virtuous than his Lord? 

| * Enjoy this Span of Life! *tis all the Gods afford.“ ; 
| The Tidings reach'd to Where in quiet Hall, 

The good old Knight enjoy'd well-carn'd Repoſe. > 2 
Come, , Sir Knight! thy Children on thee call; 


** Come, fave us yet, ere Ruin round us cloſe! - 
The Demon Ix pol RENE thy Toils 0'erthrows.” 
On this the noble Colour laid tis Cheeks, 
e | glowing through the whitening Snows 
Of venerable Eld ; his Eye full-ſpeaks. _ 
His ardent Soul, and from his Couch at once he breaks. 
Ry i. , * 
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XXXII. 

I will, (he cry'd) ſo help me, God deſtroy 

« That Villain Archimage! — His Page then ſtrait 

He to him call'd, a fiery-footed Boy, S, 

Benempt Diſpatch, My Steed be at the Gate; : 

My Bard attend; quick, bring the Net of Fate.“ 

This Net was twiſted by the Siſters Three; | 

Which when once caſt oer harden'd Wretohs too * 

Repentance comes: Replevy cannot be 


From the ſtrong iron Graſp of vengeful Deſting. 


XXXIIL 

He came, the Bard, a little Druid-Wight, 

Of wither'd Aſpect ; but his Eye was las, | 
With Sweetneſs mix d. In Ruſſet brown bedight, i 
As is his Siſter of the Copſes green, 

He crept along, unpromiſing of Mien. : | 
Groſs he who judges ſo. His Soul was fair, 
Bright as the Children of yon Azure ſheen, _ 

True Comelineſs, which nothing can impair, 
Dwell in the Mind : All Elſe is Vanity. and Glare. 5 
| As XXIV. 
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XXIV. 
Come! ( quoch the Knight) a Voice has reach d mine Ear, 


1 
The Demon Ix pol ENR threats Overthrow = 
To All that to Mankind is good and dear: 75 5 
Come, PniIonEL us! let us inſtant go, - 
O'erturn his Bowers, and lay his Caſtle low! p 
Thoſe Men, thoſe wretched Men! who will be Slaves, : 
Muſt drink a bitter wrathful Cup of Woe : ; ; 
But ſome there be, thy Song, as from their Graves, 5 
Shall iſe Thrice happy he! who without Rigour faves. N 


XXXV. „„ 
Iſſuing forth, the Knight beltrode his Steed 
Of ardent Bay, and on whoſe Front a Star 
Shone blazing bright: Sprung from the generous Breed 
That whirl of active Day the rapid Car, 
He pranc'd along, diſdaining Gate or Bar. 
Meantime, the Bard on milk-white Palfrey rode ; 
An honeſt ſober Beaſt, that did notary © 
His Meditations, but full ſoftly trode : | 
And much they moraliz'd as thus yfere they yode. 
9 20 oy ;* + 0 0 Ae 


2 
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XXXVI. 
They tall d of Virtue, and of Human Bliſs, 
What elſe ſo fir for Man to ſettle well? 
And ftill their long Reſearches met in This, 
This Truth of Truths, which nothing can refel; 
From Virtue's Fount the pureſt Joys out-well, 


Sweet Rills of Thought that chear the conſcious Soul; 


While Vice pours forth the troubled Streams of Hell, 
' « The which, howe'er diſguis'd, at laſt with Dole 
Will through the tortur'd Breaſt their fiery Torrent roll.“ 
G .  * 

At length it dawn'd, that fatal Valley gay, | ' + 

O'er which high wood-crown'd Hills their Summits rear. 

On the cool Height awhile our Palmers ſtay, 12 

And ſpite even of themſelves their Senſes cher 


Then to the Wizard's Wonne their Steps they ter? __ 


Like a green Iſle, it broad beneath them ſpred, 

With Gardens round, and wandering Currents clear, 

And tufted Groves to ſhade the Meadow-Bed, | | 

| Sweet Airs and Song; and without Hurry all ſeem'd glad. 
| OR XXXVII. 
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„ Ne. 
* As God ſhall judge me, Knight, we mult forgive 
(The half-enraptur'd Perry oMEL us cry'd) 
The frail good Man deluded here to live, Te 
« And in theſe Groves his muſing Fancy hide. 
« Ah, Nought is pure It cannot be deny'd, 
That Virtue Rull ſome Tincture has of Vice, 
* And Vice of Views What ſhould then betide, 
But that our Charity be not too nice? 


Come, let us Thoſe we can to real Bli entice.  » M 
| XXXIX. | 
“ Ay, ſicker, (quoth the Knight) all Fleſh is frail, 
"0 pleaſant Sin and joyous Dalliance bent 3 ; 
« But let not brutiſh Vice of This avail, 
& And think to ſcape deſerved Puniſnment. 
cc. Juſtice were cruel weakly to relent; 
«© From Mercy's-Self ſhegot her facred Glaive: 
Grace be to thoſe who can, and will, repent; 5 
« But, Penance long, and dreary, to the Slave, 
* Who. muſt in Floods of Fire his groſs foul Spirit lave. 3 


XL. 
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a ah” | 

Thus, holding bigh Diſcourſe, -they came 0 Where 
i The curſed Carle was at his wonted Trade; 2 : 
Still tempting heedleſs Men into his Snare, 
In witching Wiſe, as I before have fad. 
But when he ſaw, in goodly Geer array*d, p 
The grave majeſtic Knight approaching nigh, 

And by his Side the Bard ſo ſage and ſtaid,/ 
His Countenance fell; yet oft his anxious Eye 
Mark'd them, like wily Fox who rooſted Cock doth r. 
NELZ 
Nathleſß, with  feign'd Nepect, he bade give bk 

The Rabble-Rout, and welcom'd them full kind ʒ 
Struck with the noble Twain, they were not ſlack 
His Orders to obey; and fall behind. 
Tben he reſum'd his Song; and, unconfin' d., 
Pour'd all his Muſic, ran through all his 2 790 
With magic Duſt their Eyne he tries to blind, is 
| And Virtue s tender Airs o'er. Weakneſs flings. 
What Pity baſe his Song who ſo divinely fings! 
„ e e oe Os 


5 
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XIII. 
Elate in Thought, he counted them his "I 
They liſten'd fo intent with fix'd Delight: 
But they inſtead, as if tranſmew d to Stone, 
Marvel'd he could, with ſuch ſweet Art, unite 
The Lights and Shades of Manners, Wrong and Right. 
Mean time, the filly Croud the Charm devour, | 
Wide-prefling to the Gate. Swift, on the Knight 
He darted fierce, to drag him to his Bower, 
Who back'ning ſhun'd his Touch ; for well he knew its A 


| [Power. 
| XIII. « 
As D thron gd Amphitheatre, of old, ; 
The wary * Retiarius trap'd his Foe: 
Even fo the Kid, returning on kw bold, 
At once involv*d him in the Net of Moe, 
Whereof I Mention made not long ago. 
Enrag'd at firſt, he ſcorn'd ſo weak a Jail, 
And leap'd, and flew, and flounced to and fro ; 
But when he found that nothing could avail, 7 
_ Hefat him felly down, and gnaw*d his bitter Nail. T 3 
XLIV. 


* £# / "7 who made uſe of a Net, which he threw over his 
ornate 


SR 
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XLIV, 
Alarm'd, th inferior Demons of the Place 
Rais'd rueful Shrieks and hideous Yells anita * 
Black ruptur d Clouds deform'd the Welkin's Face, 
And from beneath was heard a wailing Sound, 
As of infernal Sprights in Cavern bound z 
A folemn Sadnefs every Creature ſtrook, 
And Lightnings flaſh d, and Horror rock' d the Ground: 
Huge Crouds on Crouds out- pour d, with hlemiſh'd Look, 
As if on Time's laſt Verge this Frame of Things had ſhook. . 
os „ 5 
Soon as the ſhort i d Tempeſt was yſpent, 


Steam'd from the Jaws of vext Avernus Hole, 
And huſk'd the Hubbub of the Rabblement, 
Sir INDUSTRY the firſt calm Moment ſtole. 
There muſt, the cry'd) amid fo vaſt a Shoal, 
he Some who are not tainted at the Hearr, 
Not poiſon d quite by this ſame Villain's Bowl: 
Come then, my Bard, thy heavenly Fire impart ; 
« Touch Soul with Soul, Kill forth the latent Spirit fart. 
e eget hs FP XVI. 
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| XLVI. 
| The Bard obey'd ; and taking from his Side, 
Where it in ſeemly Sort depending hung, : 
His Britiſh Harp, its ſpeaking Strings he try'd, 
The which with ſkilful Touch he deffly ſtrung, 
Till tinkling in clear Symphony they rung. 
Then, as he felt the Muſes come along, 
\ Light o'er the Chords his raptur'd Hand he flung, 
And play'd a Prelude to his riſing Song: 


The whilſt, like Midnight mute, ten Thouſands round him 
ö (cchrong. ; 
XLVII. 


Thus, ardent, buff his Strain. 
„ Ye hapleſs Race, 


oh Dire-labouring here to ſmother Reaſon's Ray, 
« That lights our Maker's Image in our Face, 
And gives us wide o'er Earth unqueſtion'd Sway; 
« What is TH* ADOR'D. SUPREME, PERFECTION, ſay ? 
What, but eternal never-reſling Soul, 
« Almighty Power, and all-directing Day ; 

=? By whom each Atom ſtirs, the Planets roll; 5 

4e Who fills, 8 informs, and agitates the Whole JF 

| „ XLII. 
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> i 
& Corb, to the bearing God your Hearts unfold ! 
* Draw from its F onntain Life! *Tis thence, alone, 4 
e We can excel. Up from unfeeling Mold, 
* ToSeraphsburningroundttAiMicH T TS TOR : 
Life riſing ſtill on Life, in higher Tone, 
. Perfection forms, and with Perfection Bliſs 
& In Univerſal Nature This clear ſhewn, 
“Not needeth Proof; To prove it were, 1 * | 
Fo prove the beauteous World expels the brute Abg. 
| XLIX. | 
« Is not the Field, with Re Culture green, 
“A Sight more joyous than the dead Moraſe? 
* Do not the Skies, with ative Ether clean. 
e And fan'd by ſprightly Zephyrs, far ſurpaſs 1 
<< "If foul November-Fogs, and Qumbrous Maſs, 
With which ſad Nature veils her drooping Face? 


<« Does not the Mountain- Stream, as clear as Glaſs, 


| CY 
% Gay-dancing on, the putrid Pool diſgrace ?- 1 
The ſame in all holds true, but chief in Human Race. 


86 We Crorts of INbOLENCE 
1 it was not by vile Loitering 1 in n Eaſe, 


1 That G REECE obtain'd the brighter Palm of Art 
4 That ſoft yet ardent ATHENS learn'd to pleaſe, 
x | © To keen < Wit, and to ſublime the Heart, | 


© In all ſupreme complete in every Part! 

It was not thence majeſtic Rome aroſe, 

« And o' er the Nations ſhook her conquering Dart: 
<« For Sluggard's Brow the Laurel never grows ; ; 
<'Renown i is not the Child of indolent — pe 6 
3 LI. 

| “Had unambitious | Mortals minded Nought, 

cc But in looſe Joy their Time to wear away; 

Cc Had they alone the Lap of Dalliance ſought, 
3258 Pleas'd on her Pillow their dull Heads to lay; 
. 6 Rude Nature? s State had been our State To- day; 

« No Cities cer their towery Fronts had rais'd, 

& No Arts had made us opulent and gay 
With Brother-Brutes the Human Race had graz 'd; 


66 None eer had foar'd to Fame, None honour'd been, I 
| [None prais'd, 
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f 


| LII. . 
Great Homzr's Song had never fir'd the Breaſt 
« To Thirſt of Glory, and heroic Deeds 
« Sweet MAR O's Muſe, ſunk in inglorious Reſt, 
. 
« The Wits of modern Time had told their Bead. 
* And, monkiſh Legends been their only Strains; 
* Our MiLlTon's Eden had HO: wrapt in Weeds, 
„Our SHAKESPE AR ſtroll'd and laugh'd with Warwick 


pf Is8Swains, 
«© Ne had my Maſter SpexSsER charm'd bis Mulla*s Plains. © 


<« Dumb to had been the ſage Hiſtoric Muſe,” 
«© And periſh*d all the Sons of antient Fame; 
.* Thoſe ſtarry Lights of Virtue, chat diffuſe 
ah Through the dark Depth of Time their vivid Flame, 
e Had all been 16ſt wih Such as have no Name. 
«« Who then had ſcorn'd his Eaſe for others 'Good ?” 
Who then had'toil'd rapacious:Men'to tame? 
6% Who in the Public Breach devoted ſtood, / ot, 
6 And for his Country's Cauſe been prodiget of Blood?” * 5 
4 * 1 WE 2 


W 
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68 The CasTLE of INDOLENCE:; 
LIV. | 
gut ſhould to Fame your Hearts impervious be., 
« If right I read, you Pleafure All require: = 
Then hear how beſt may be obtain'd this Fee, 
How beſt enjoy'd this Nature's wide Deſire. 
Toll, and be glad! Let Induſtry inſpire 
ee ber d Links ber buoyie sb 
. Who does not act is dead; abſorpt intire 
In miry Soth, no Pride, no Joy he hath: 
„O Leden besrted Men, to be in Love with Death} 
1 N | 
« Better the toiling Swain, oh happier far! 
5 Perhaps the happieſt of the Sons of Men! 
Who vigorous plies the Plough, the Team, or Car; 
* . ee Field, or ditches in the Glen, 
* Delves in his Garden, or ſecures his Pen: 
[770 « The Tooth. of Avarice poiſons wot his Peace; 
He toſſes not in Sloth's abhorred Den; 
From Vanity he has a full Releaſe; 
« And, rich in Nature's Wealth, hethinks not of Increaſe. 


( 


— 1 5 | EVI. 
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— 


LVI. | | 
« Good Lord! how keen are his Senſations all!! 
His Bread is ſweeter than the Glutton's Cates 3/ -- 


« The Wines of Francs upon the Palate pall, 


Compar'd with What his ſimple Soul clates, 


«© The native Cup whoſe Flavour Thirſt creates; -- 
At one deep Draught of Sleep he takes the Night; 
And for that Heart-felt Joy which Nothing mates, 
4 Of the pure nuptial Bed the chaſte Delight, 

« The Loſel is to him a miſerable Wight. 

LVIL 

« But what avail the largeſt Gifts ee 40 
When fickening Health and Spirits go amiſs ? 
* How raſteleſs then Whatever can be given? 


[ * 


5 : 


„ Health is the vital Principle of Bliſs, Frag. 


a And Exerciſe of Health. In Proof of This, 

„ Behold the Wretch, who lugs his Life away, 

« Soon ſwallow'd in Diſcaſe' s ſad Abyſs; 
While he * Toil has brac'd, ot manly Play, 


855 


4 Has light 8s Air each: Lambs, each Thought as clear as 


[Day. 


23. LVIlls 


70 The CasTLE of INDOLENCE: 
” LVII. 
6c 0 who can ſpeak the vigorous Joys of Halth! » 
+ Unclogg'd the Body, -unobſcur'd the Mind : 
The Morning riſes gay; with pleaſing Stealth, 
4 The temperate Evening falls ſerene and kind. 
e In Health the wiſer Brutes true Gladneſs find. 
c See } how the Younglings friſk along the Meads, 
& As May comes on, and wakes the balmy Wind ; 
* Rampant with Life, their Joy all Joy exceeds ; 


15 Yet what ſavehigh-ſtrung Health this dancing Pleaſaunce | 
[ breeds? 


EI: | 
te But here, inſtead, is foſter'd every Ill, 
66 Which or diſtemper'd Minds or Bodies know. 
&« Come then, my kindred Spirits! do not ſpill 
ce Your Talents here. This Place is but a Shew, 
A Whoſe Charms delude you to the Den of · Woe; 
5 — Come, flow me, J will direct you right, 
CO Where Pleaſure's Roſes, void of Serpents, grow, . 
* incere 8 Fiveet'; come, follow this good Knight, 
_ "And you will bleſs the Day that 12 him to your 


185 ght. 
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« Some he will lead to Courts, and Some to Camps: 
«« To Senates Some, and public ſage Debates,  * 
<< Where, by the ſolemn Gleam of Midnight-Lamps, 
The World is pois'd, and manag d mighty States 


7 


To high Diſcovery Some, that new- creates 
« The Face of Earth; Some to the thriving Mart; 
* Some to the Rural Reign, and ſofter Fates 
* To the ſweet Muſes Some, who raiſe the Heart: 
All Glory ſhall be yours, all Nature, and all Art! 
4} IX. ID 
There are, I ſee, who liſten to my Lay, 
Who wretched ſigh for Virtue, but deſpair. 
0 All may be done, (methinks I hear them lay) 
<« Even Death deſpis'd by generous Actions fair; 
« All, but for Thoſe who to theſe Bowers repair > 
« Their every Power diffoly'd in Luxurys 
Vo quit of torpid Sluggiſhneks the Lair, Þ 
<« And from the powerful Arms of Sloth get free. 
„ Tis riſing from. thi Dead—Alasl—lt cannot bel f £ 
W — . 


72 The CxsTLE of INDOLENCE. 
- uw | 
Would you then leamm ts dillipate the Band 
« Of theſe hüge threat' ning Difficulties dire, 
* That in the weak Man's Way like Lienbſtand. 
« His Soul appall, and damp his Sling Fire? 
« Reſolve! reſolve! and to be Men aſpire! 
* Exert that nobleſt Privilege, alone, 
Log Here to Mankind indulg'd : controul Deſire; 
6 Let Godlike Reaſon, from her ſovercign Throne, 
« Speak the commanding Word I * and it is done. 
LXIIL | 
«6 Heavens! can you then thus waſte, in ſhameful wiſe, 
% Your few important Days of Trial here? 
« Heirs of Eternity yborn to riſe 
« Through endleſs States of Being, ill more bear 
« To Bliſs approaching, and Perfection clear, 
Can you renounce a Fortune ſo ſublime, 
Such glorious Hopes, your backward Steps to deer, 
* And roll, with vileſt Brutes, thtbugh Mud and Slime ö 
Pie No! Ni Heaven-tourh'd Hearts difdain the 


- | edu Crime! 


* 
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e LXIV. <4 
"8 Enough? ettough! they <ry'4"%— Strait; from the 
| The better + Sbre on Wings of Tranſport fly. 2 
As when amid the lifeleſs Summits proud = 
Of Alpine Cliffs, where to the geld Sky © 
Snows pil'd on Shows in wintry Torpor lie, 5 
The Rays divine of vernal Phiebus play ; 
Th' awaken'd- Heaps, in Streamlets from on high, 
Rous'd hte Adlon, lively leap away, 


%.. : 


|  ©=4-yatbling through the ales, in their nw Being iy. 
LXV. LE 
> | Not ks the Life, the vivid Joy ſerene, 


That lighted up theſe new-created Men, 
Than That which wings th'exulting Spirit clean, 
| When, juſt deliver'd fron this fleſhly Den, 


It ſoaring ſeeks its native Skies agen. | 
How light its Effence! how unclogg d its Powers! 
n Beyond the Blazoh of my mortal Pen: HA e 
? | Even ſo we glad forſook theſe ſinful Bowers, 


© | Even ſuch enraptur'd Life, weh Energy was ours. 


g 
74 The CASTLE of INDOLENCE. 
LT 1 
Aut farthe greater Part, with Rage jnflam'd, | : 
 Dire-mutter'd Curſes, and blaſphem'd high Jove. 
l « Ye Sons of Hate! (They bitterly exclaim' d) 
What brought you to this Seat of Peace and Lore? 
« While with kind Nature, here amid the Grove, 
„We paß d the harmleſs Sabbath of our Time, 
« What to diſturb it could, fell Men, emove - 
« Your barbarous Hearts? Is Happineſs a Crime? 


6 Then do the Fiends of Hell rule in yon Heaven ſublime. 
ET. 
Te impious Wretches! e Knight, in Wrath) 
% Your Happineſs behold !**— Then ſtrait a Wand E 


He wav'd, aft anti- magic Power that hath, 

T ruth from illuſive Falſhood to command. 

Sudden, the Landſkip finks on every Hand 

The pure quick Streams are marſhy Puddles found; 

On baleful Heaths the Groves all blacken'd ſtand - 

0 And, Oer the weedy foul abhorred Ground, | - 
i I Snakes, . crawls 8 g 
i AF | LXVIIL / = 


The CASTLE of INDOLENCE: 77 

Ixym. 5 

And 8 and there, on Trees by Lightning ſcath! WW 

Unhappy Wights who loathed Life yhung; 
Or, in freſh Gore and recent Murder bath' d, 


They 8 lay; or elſe, infuriate flung - 1 5 2 . 


Into the gloomy Flood, while Ravens ſung -- 
The funeral Dirge, they down the Torrent rowl'd: 
Theſe, by diſtemper'd Blood to:Madneſs ſtung, . | 
Had doom'd themſelves; whence. oft, when Night 


| e d 
The World, retuming hither their ſad Spirits hand. 


LXIX. | 
Mite a moving Scene was open lid. 
That Lazar-Houſe, I whilom in my Lax 9 
Depeinten have, its Horrors deep-diſplay'd, „ 
And gave unnumber'd Wretches to the Day, 
Who toſling there in ſqualid Miſery hy. 
Soon as of ſacred Light th' unwonted Smile 
Found on theſe living Catacombs its Ray, | 
1 Through the drear Caverns Wehl many a Mile, 


The Sick up- rais d their Heads, and 0 their Woes 
[awhile. 
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| 76 The Castrx of InDorexCE, 


« © Heaven! (they cry'd) and do we once more ſec 
« Yon bleſſed Sun, and this green Earth ſo fur? 
« Are we from noiſome Damps of Peſt: Houſe free ? 
« And drink our Souls the ſweet ethereal Air? 


« O Thou! or Knight, or God! who holdeſt there 
«© That Fiend, oh keep him in eternal Chains! 


«< Bat what for us, the Children of Deſpair, 


« Brought to the Brink of Hell, what Hope remains? 


Repentance does itſelf but aggravate our Pains.“ 
LXXI. 


The gentle Knight, who ſaw their rueful Cafe, 


Let fall adown his filver Beard ſome Tears, 

« Certes (quoth he) it is not even in Grace, 
« 'T” udo the Paſt, and eke your broken Years: 
9 Nathleſs, to nobler Worlds Repentance rears, 
« With humble Hope, her Eye y to Her is given 


A Power the truly contrite Heart that chears; 


6. 


She quells the Brand by which the Rocks are riven; 
She more than merely ſoftens, ſhe rejoices Heaven. - 
„ _— 


The CasTLE of INDOLENOE Ro 

« Then — you have car. 
And by theſe Sufferings purify the Mind; | 

Loet Wiſdom be by paſt Miſcondu&t learn' d: 
Or pious die, with Penitence reſign d; 

« And to a Life more happy and refin'd, 

* Doubt not, you ſhall, new Creatures, yet ariſe, | 

« Till Then, you may erpeck in me to find. 

One who will * your Sorrow from your Eycs, 


9 One who will ſoothe your Pangs, and wing yuh the 
Skies. 
LXXIII, 


T hey ſilent heard, and pour'd their Thanks 1 in Tears, 


For you crefarn'd the Knight, with ſterner Tone) 
« Whoſe hard dry Hearts th* obdurate Demon ſears, 


„ That Villain's Gifts will coſt you many 4 Groan 7 5 | 
«0 dolorous Manſion long you muſt bemoan 
* His fatal Charms, and weep your Staing aways. 
« Till, ſoft and pure as [nfant-Goodneſs grown, 
3 « You feel a perfect Change: then, who can lay. | 

What Grace may yet ſhine forth inHeaven' s eternal Day? * 
„ YES 


- 


78 The CasTLE of INDOLENCE- 
. LXXIV. 

This ſaid; his powerful Wand he wiv'd anew: | 
Inſtant, a glorious Angel- Train deſcends, - 
The Charities, to-wit, of roſy Hue 3 ; 

Sweet Love their Looks a gentle Radiance lends, 
And with ſeraphic Flame Cainipatiion blends. 
At once, * delighted, to their Charge they fly: 
| When lo! a goodly Hoſpital aſcends 
In which they bade each human Aid be nigh, 

That could the Sick-Bed ſmmoothe of that unhappy Fry. 

"+ « + 
It was a aka, edifying Sight, 

And gives to Human-Kind peculiar Grace, 

To ſee kind Hands attending Day and Nigtt, 

With tender Miniſtry, from Place to Place. | 

Some prop the Head ; ſome, from the pallid Face, | 

Wipe off the faine cold Dews weak Nature ſheds ; 

Some reach the healing Draught : the whilſt, to chaſe 
The Fear ſupreme, around their ſoften'd Beds, 

Some holy Man by Prayer all opening Heaven diſpreds. 


' . be CasTLE of vor Exer, 79 
| ILXXVI. | 
Attended by a glad acclaiming Train 
Of thoſe hereſcu'd had from gaping Hell, 
Then turn'd the Knight; and, to his Hall again + 
Soft-pacing, ſought of Peace the moſſy Cell; 
Yet down his Cheeks the Gems of Pity fell, 
To ſee the helpleſs Wretches that remind. 
There left through Delves and Deſerts dire to yell; 
Amaz- d, their Looks with pale Diſmay were ſtain'd, 


n And ſpreading wide their- Hands they meek ee 
feign'd. 


LXXVII, 

But ah! their ſcorned Day of Grace was paſts 

For (Horrible to tell!) a Deſert wit 

Before them ſtretch'd, bare, comfortleſs, and vaſt; 

With Gibbet, Bones, and Carcaſes defibd. 

There nor trim Field, nor lively Culture ſmil'd; 

Nor waving Shade was ſeen, nor Fountain faix :; 

But Sands abrupt on Sands'lay looſely pid, 

Through which they floundering toil'd with painful Cate, 

Whilſt Phæbus ſmote them ſore, and fir'd the cloudlef Alx. ' 

| | LXXVIII. 


18 


8 The Cas TEE of IN DOLENCE. 
LXXVIII. 

Then, varying to a joyleſs Land of Bog, 

The ſadden en'd Country a grey Wade appear'd; 
= | Where Nought but putrid Steams and noiſome Fog 
= For ever hung on drizzly Auſter's Beard a 
Dr elſe the Ground by piercing Caurus ſear d, 

WM Was jagg'd with Froft, or heap'd with glazed Snow: 

Through theſe Extremes a ceaſeleſs Round they ſteer d, 

By quiet Fiends ſtill hurry'd Mapa: ans 8 
Gaune htc. and Scorn, with many Hell Hounds moe: 
| LXXIX. 

1 | The Fir was with baſe dunghill Rags yclad, 
4 | . Tel ang the Gale, in Which they flutter d light; 
| 


Of morbid Hue his Features, ſunk, and fad; 
His hollow Eyne ſhook forth a ſickly Light; 
1 And o er his lank Jaw- Bone, in piteous Plight, 
L | His black rough Beard was matted rank and vile E 
1 Direful to ſee l an Heart-appalling Sight! 
Meantime foul Scurf and Blotches him defile ! Ne 


And Dogs, where-c'er he went, {ill barked all the While. 
939 


The CASTLE of INDOLENCE. 81 
+ A. f 2 
The other was a fell deſpightful Fiend : 
Hell holds none worſe in baleful Bower below; 
- By Pride, and Wit, and Rage, and Rancour, bee d; 
Of Man alike, if good or bad, the Foe: 
With Noſe up-turn'd, he always made a Shew 


As if he ſmelt ſome nauſeous Scent ; his Eye | 
Was cold, and keen, like Blaſt from boreal Snow; 
' And Taunts he caſten forth moſt bitterly. - 


Such were the Twain that off drove this ungodly Fry. 
*' = LXXXI. 
Even ſo through Brentford Town, a Town of Mud, 
An Herd of briſly Swine is prick'd along; ; 
The filthy Beaſts, that never chew the Cud, 
Still grunt, and ſqueak, and ſing their troublous Song, 


3. 


And oft they plunge themſelves the Mire among: 
But ay the ruthleſs Driver goads chem on, 
And ay of baking Dogs the bitter Throng 
Makes them renew their unmelodious Moan; 
Ne ever find they Reſt from their unreſting Fone. 
le. „ EE . 2 Fam iP 
. a | | 
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mory of Sir Iſaac Newton ; A a Poem, 95 and So- 
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Vol. II. Antient and Modern niay 218 bd 
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of Liberty, a Poem; Agamemnon, a Tragedy; Edward 


and Eleonora, a Tragedy; and a Poem to the Memory 
of the late Lord Chancellor Talbot. 


Vol. III. Tancred and Sigiſmunda, a Tragedy; the Caſtle 
of Indolence, an allegorical Poem, written in Imitation 
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| Nan 10 will be Publiſb d, 
In Six Volumes 12mo, Price bound 18 5. 
1. The Hiſtory of Tou Joxxs, a Foundling by Henry 


Fielding Eſq. 1 8 


4 nn or Deiſm Revealed In Eight Dia- 
= In Two Volumes. 
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The Perſons Repreſented. 


Carvs Mazxcivs Cort0La-?. ; 
te 5 Mr. Quin. 
Arrius Turtus, General of}. Ea 
tte Volſcian Army. 1 Mr. Ryan. 
GAL Esus, one of the Deputies , 


of the Volſcian States a Mr. Delaze. 
ing the Camp. 


The other Deputies of the N * 
ſcian States. 


VoLvus1vs, one of the Princi- | 
pal Volſcian Officers. q . 
Tirus, Freed- man of GALE- dr. Ridout 
SUS. ny 


Maxcvs Minvcrvs, Conſul 
and Principal of the Depu- 


tation from Rome to CoR10- 
IL. ANus. 
Pos r HUM us Couixtus, a Con-) 3 
ſular Senator, one of the De-? | 


putation, and who had been > Mr. Anderſon. 
the Roman General at the 
taking of Corioli. | 


 VeTcria, Mother of Cor1o-? Mrs. Js Gigs 


LANUS. 


Votumnia, Wife of Cox ꝛ0- Miſs Bella 
.LANUS, ef 


Roman Senators, Prieſts, Augurs, Fc. of the firſt 


Deputation. Roman Ladies, in the Train of 


VETURIA and VoLUMNIA, of the RO Depu- 
tation. 


Velſcian Orriexxs, LicToRs, SOLDIERS, &c. 
SCENE, The mga Coop. 
* ſor © Jae, 3 TE & [21 
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| A 1 = — 
22 not I ere your ** to 1mplore l. — 
For Scenes, whoſe Author is, alas! no more; 
He wants no Advocate his Cauſe to plead; 
You will your ſelves be Patrons of the Dead. 
No Party his Benevolence confin'd, 
No Seft—alike it flow'd to all Mankind, 
He lov'd his Friends (forgive this guſhing Tear: 
Alas! T feel I am no Aftor here), © 
He lov'd his Friends with ſuch a Warmth of Har, 
So clear of Int'reſt, ſo devaid of Art, 
Such generous Freedom, ſuch unſhaken Zeal, 
No Words can ſpeak it, but our Tears may tell. — 
O candid Truth, O Faith without a Stain, 
O Manners Jun" firm, and nobly plain, 
O fympathizing Love of others Bliſs, '_ 
Where will you find another Breaſt like His? 
Such was the Man—-the Poet well you know : 
Oft has he touch'd your Hearts with tender Moe: 
Oft in this crouded Houſe with juſt Applauſe 
Lon heard him teach fair Virtue's pure Laws ; 
For his chaſte Muſe employ'd her Heav'n-taught Lyre 
None but the nobleft Paſſions to inſpire, 
Met one immoral, one corrupted Thought, 
One Line, which dying he could «wiſh to blat. 
Oh may To-night your favourable Doom 
Another Laurel add to grace his Tomb - 
Mpilſi he, ſuperior now to Praiſe or Blame, 
Hears nat the feeble Voice of Human Fame. 


* 
\ , 


fo 


R OO UE. 
Pet if 6 thoſe whom- oft on "Birth 'be Hd. 
From woom his pious Care is now remov'd, 


Mith wbem hit liberal Hand, e rt 
Shar'd all 22 Fortune 244 = gs * * 
If ta thoſe Friends your tin Regard ſhall give 
II bat they no longer can from His receive, 

Vat, that, even now, above you flarry Pole, 

May touch with Pleaſurt his immortal Soul. 


* 
I 
3 


ACT. SCRE. 
The Volſcian Camp. 


Arrius TuLLus, Vol ustus. „ 
Vol uvstus. "Coca oY 


Here on the Borders of the Roman State? 


Urg dy ou to break the Truce, and pour'd our Hoſt, ©*. 
3 ng th' united Cantons of the Yolſei, za * of 

On their unguarded Frontier? Such Deſigns 
Brook rot an Hour's Delay; their whole Succeſs 
Depends on inſtant vigorous Execution. ' 

TvLLvs. | 
VorLvsvs, I approve thy brave Impatience; 
And will to thee, in Confidence of Friendſhip, 
Diſcloſe my ſecret Soul. Thou know'ſt Garssus, 
| "WM . 


* 
* 


7 HENCE isit, Turrus, that our Arms are ſtopt 4 


(4 
4 * as 


Why ſleeps that Spirit, whoſe Heroic Ardour Je 1 * 


7 a 


* 


4 CoRIOLAN US. 


Whoſe Freedom Caius Marcivs, once hisGuelt, 
Of all the Spoil of ſack d Corioli, | 
Alone demanded; and who thence to Rome, 
From Gratitude and F riendſhip, follow'd Makervs; « 
: 8 lately to our Antium he return'd, 37 


= Your Thoughts are mine—l only meant to tell thee 
The Part he bears in this ill-tim'd'Delay. 


But this GaLEesvs, who attends our Cam 
Among the Volſcian Deputies, ſo pleaded 


th Overtures of Peace propos'd by Rome. 


VoLvusivus. 


I know him well; an antiquated Sage 


Of that romantic School, Pythagoras 
Eſtabliſn'd here on our Heſperian Shore; 
Whoſe gentle Dictates only ſerve to tame 
Enfecbled Mortals into Slaves. 
TULLUs. 

GALESUS, 
Doubtleſs, poſſeſſes many civil Virtues; 
Is gentle, good; for Rectitude of Heart 


And Innocence of Life by all rever'd. 


VorLvusivs. 


Pardon me, TuLLvs, if my faithful Bluntneſs 


Deems you too lib'ral in his Praiſe. In Peace 
Such may perhaps do well, when Prating rules 
An idle World; but in tempeſtuous Times 
They are ſtark naught, theſe 3 Stateſmen, 
Fit Rulers only for their golden Age. 

The rugged Genius of rapacious Rome 


For other Men, and other Counſels, calls. 


TULLUS. 


Soon as our gather d Army march'd from Antium, - | 
The Roman Senate, whoſe attentive Caution a - 
Watch'd all our Motions, took at once th Alarm a 
And ſent a Herald, ere we paſt their Borders, | 
With formal Ceremony, to demand 


The Cauſe of our Approach. Had I been Maſter, 
1 would have anſwer'd at the Gates of Rome. 
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C ORIOLAN US. 3 
The Laws of Nations, made ſuch loud Complaints 
Againſt th' Infraction of the Publick Faith, 

So teaz'd us with the Pedantry of States, 

That I was forc'd, unwilling, to permit 

His Freedman, Tir us, to be ſent to Nome ; 

With our Demands. If theſe the Senate grants | 

We then are in the Toils of Peace entangled, | 

In ſpite of all my Efforts to avoid them. | 

Vorvuskus. 

O *tis a wild Chimera! Peace with Rome ! 

Dream not of that, unleſs the Volſcian Courage 

Be quite ſubdu'd, and only ſeeks to gild f I 

A vile Submiſſion with that ſpecious Name. 1 4 

Learn Wiſdom from your Neighbours. Peace with Mn 

Has quell d the Latines, tam'd their free-born Spirit, 

And by her Friendſhip honour'd them with Chains. 
__ ToLLvs. | | BH 

She ne'er will grant it on the juſt Conditions _— 

I now have brought the Volſci to demand: | 5 

The Reſtitution of our conquer'd Cities, 

And fair Alliance upon equal Terms. 

I know the Roman Inſolence will ſcorn 

To yield to this: and Tir us muſt return 1 

Within three Days, the longeſt Term allow'd him; 4 

Of which the Third is near 7 ade already. | 

Then even GaLESsus will not dare to ſtop us, 

With ſuperſtitious Forms, and folemn Trifles, 

From letting looſe th unbridled Rage of War 
Againft thoſe hated Tyrants of Heſperia. 


; |  VorLvsrvs. | 
Thanks to the Gods! my Sword will then be free. 
| Then, poor Corio! thy bleeding Wounds, 


Thy Treaſures ſack'd, thy captivated Matrons, 
Shall amply be reveng'd by thy VoLvsrvs: 
Then, TuLLos, from the lofty Brows of Marctvs 
Thou may'ſt regain the wreaths his conquering hand, 


By . 
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4 CORIOLANUS. 
By partial Fortune aided, tore from thine. 
Tolxvus. 
O my Vor uvstusk thou, who art a Soldier, 
A try'd and brave one too, ſay, in thy Heart 
Doſt thou not ſcorn me? thou, who ſaw'ſt me bend 
Beneath the half- ſpent Thunder of a Foe, 1830 
Marm from the Conqueſt of Corioli, 
Which, ruſhing furious in with thoſe, whoſe Sally 
He had repelPd, he ſeiz d almoſt alone; 

And gave to Fire and Sword. Yet thence he flew, 
Scorning the Plunder of our richeſt City, 
His Wounds undreſt, without a Moment's Reſpite, 
To where our Armies on the fearful Edge 
Of Battle ſtood ; and, aſking of the Conſul 
To be oppos'd to me, with mighty Rage, 
Reſiſtleſs, bore us down. 

f Volvustkus. 

| True Valour, TuLLvus, 
Lies in the Mind, the never-yielding Purpoſe, 
Nor owns the blind Award of giddy F ortune. 
TuLLvs. 

My Soul, my Friend, my Soul is all on Fire! 
Thirſt of Revenge conſumes me! the Revenge 
Of generous Emulation, not of Hatred. | 
This happy Roman, this proud Marcivs haunts me. 
Each troubled Night when Slaves and Captives ſleep, 
Forgetful of their Chains, I, in my Dreams, 
Anew am vanquiſh'd; and, beneath his Sword 
With Horror finking, feel a tenfold Death, 
The Death of Honour. But I will redeem— 
Yes, Marc1vs, I will yet redeem my Fame. 
To face thee once again is the great Purpoſe 
For which alone I live.—Till then how flow, 
How "__ * the Time] while Shame corrodes 


With iy: a 3 Thought; and injur'd Honour 
* and deſponding, Preys upon itſelf. 
- VoLvusivs; 


CORIOLANUS. ; 


> 1171: WOLUuSINS.: - =_ 
It faſt appevactes now, the Hour of Vengeance, 5 | 
| To this fam'd Land, to ancient Latium due. 
Unballanc'd Rome, at Variance with herſelf, 
To Order loſt, in deep and hot Commotion, 
Stands on the dangerous Point of civil War; 
Her haughty Nobles and ſeditious Commons 
Reviling, fearing, hating one another: 
While, on our rt, all wears a proſperous Face: 
Our Troops united, numerous, high in Spirit, 
As if their Gen'ral's Soul inform'd om all. 
O long-expected Day | 
| TvLLus.' 
So, brave Vol us ius, 
Go breathe thy Ardour i into every Breaſt, 
That when the Volſcian Envoy ſhall return, 
hom ere the Cloſe of Evening I expect, 
One Spirit may unite us in the Cauſe 
Of generous Freedom, and our native Rights, 


So long oppreſt by Rome's encroaching Power. 


Date to ie tet Fla: enrollees DIE 


5 


Tur us alone. 5 
Gal Esus ſaid that Marcivs ſtands for Conſul. 
O favour thou his ſuit, propitious Fove! 
That I may brave him at his Army's Head, 
In all the Majeſty of ſovereign Pow r! 
That the whole Conduct of the War may reſt 


On us alone, and prove by its Deciſion, 
Which of the two is worthieſt to rod —- 0 
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Tourbus, OrrickR. 


Tulrvus. 


Ha! why this Haſte? you look alarm'd 


OFFICER. 
My Lord, 
One of exalted Port, his Viſage bid, 
Has plac'd himſelf upon owe ent Hearth, 
Beneath the dread Protection of your Lares; 
And fits majeſtic there in ſolemn Silence. 
TuLLvs. 
Did you not aſk him who, and what he was? 
FFICER, 
My Yard: I conld not ſpeak ; I felt appall'd, 
As ik the Preſence of ſome God had ſtruck me. 
Airs, | 
Come, Daſtard! let me find this Man of Terrors. 


EWE Eden ebe. nb S 


SCENE Tv. 


The back Sede opens, and diſcovers CortoLanus . 
as deſcribed above. 


 CornoLanus, 8 


Tull us, after ſome Silence. 
Illuſtrious Stranger — for thy high Demeanour 


Beſpeaks thee ſuch. ho art thou ? 


CoRIOLANUS 


2 Te W. 3 


CoRIOLANUS. 
(Rf 75 unmuſfling bis Fact. 
iew me, TvLLvu "© 

[ After ſome pauſe. 
Doſt chan not R me? | 


TvLLvs. 


I never ſaw before. What is thy Name? 
CoR1oLANUS. 
Does not the ſecret Voice of hoſtile Inſtinct, 
Does not thy ſwelling Heart declare me to * 5 5 


Torr us. 
Gods! can it be? 
Cox fol AN Us. 


Yes. I am Carvs Marcivs; 


8 to thy ſmarting Country by the Name 

Of CortoLanus. That alone is left me, 

That empty Name, for all my Toils, my Service, 
The Blood which I have ſhed for thankleſs Rome. 
Behold me baniſh'd thence, a Victim yielded 

By her weak Nobles to the maddening Rabble. 
I ſeek Revenge. Thou may'ſt employ my Sword, 
With keener Edge, with heavier Force againſt her, 
Than &er it fell upon the Volſcian Nation. 

But if thou, Tull us, doſt refuſe me this, 

The only Wiſh of my collected Heart, 

Where every Paſſion in one burning Point 


Concenters, give me Death: Death from thy Hand 


I ſure have well deſerv'd Nor ſhall I bluſh 


Jo take or Life or Death from Arrius Tot trus. | 


TvuLLvus. 
O Caius Marcivs! in this one ſhort Moment, 
That we have friendly talk'd, my raviſh'd Heart 
Has undergone a great, a wonderous Change. 
I ever held thee in my beſt Eſte mmm 
But this Heroic Confidence has won me, 
Brant me at once thy Friend. I were indeed 


B 4 A Wretct 


CORIOLANUS 7 


No. That noble Front” 
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8 S oRIOLAN Us. 
A Wretch as mean as this thy Truſt is noble, 
Could I refuſe thee thy Demand — Les, Marcus! 

Thou haſt thy Wiſh! take half of my Command. 
If that be not enough, then take the whole. 
We have, my Friend, a gallant Force on Foot, 
An Army, Maxc1vs, fit to follow the. 
Go, lead them on, and take thy full Revenge. 


All ſhould unite to puniſh the Ungrateful, 
Tngratitud is Treaſon to Mankind. 
ORIOLANUS, embracing him. 


Thus, generous Tul L us, take a Soldier's Thanks, 

Who is not practis'd in the Gloſs of Words 

Thou Friend indeed! Friend to my Cauſe, my 

| Quarrel! 

Friend to the darling Paſſion of my Soul! 

All elſe I ſet at nought Immortal Gods 

I am new- made, and wonder at myſelf 

A little while ago, and I was nothing; 

A powerleſs Reptile, crawling on the Earth, 

Curs'd with a Soul that reſtleſs wiſh'd to wield 

The Bolts of Fove!' I dwelt in Erebus, 

I wander'd through the hopeleſs. Glooms of Hell, 

Stung with Revenge, tormented by the Furies 
Now, TuLLvs, like a God, you draw me thence, 

Throne me amidſt the Skies, with Tempeſt charg'd, 

And put the ready Thunder in my Hand! 

| | . 

What I have promis'd, Marcivs, I will do, 

Within an Hour at fartheſt we expect 

The Freedman of Gal ESsus back from Rome, 

Who carry'd to the Senate our Demands. 

Their Anſwer will, I doubt not, end the Truce, 

And inſtant draw our angry Swords againſt them. 

Till then retire within my inmoſt Tent, 

Unknown to all but me, that when our Chiefs 

Meet in full Council to declare for War, 

I may produce thee to their wondering Eyes, _ 


: CORIOLANUS 9 
As if deſcended from avenging Heaven. 
To humble lofty Rome, and teach her Juſtice. 
CORIOLANUS. 
To thy Direction, TuLLvs, I reſign 


My future Life: my Fate is in thy Hands; 
And, if I Judge —_ the Fate of Rome. 


The End of the Firſt Ac r. 
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GAL ESUS, Tirvs. 


Cana 
TNDEED! my Trrus, I had Hopes that Rome, 
Vext as ſhe is with her domeſtic Broils, 


Her Frontier weak, her Armies unprepar'd, 
Might have comply d with our Demands, and given 


us 
The fame Alliance granted to the Latines. 
Tirus. 
The Senate ſcarce would hear th Terms I offer d; 
But order d me to bear this Anſwer back : 
If firſt the Volſci take up Arms, the Romans 


« Will be the laſt to lay them down.” 


GALESUS. 


Alas! 
This Anfwer ſeals the Doom of many a Wretch. 
Unchain'd Bellona from her Temple ruſhes, 


With all the Crimes and Vices in her Train. 


Earth fades at her Approach. To rural Peace, 
Fair Plenty, and the ſocial Joy of Cities, 
Soon will ſucceed Rage, Rapine, Devaſtation, 


Each cruel Horror ſanctify'd by Names. 


O Mortals! Mortals! when will you, content 
With Nature's Bounty, that in fuller Flow, 
Still as your Labours open more its Sources, 
Abundant guſhes o'er the happy World; 


CORIOLANU'S. 125 
When will you baniſh Violence, and Outrage, 


To dwell with Beaſts of Prey in Woods and Deſarts? 
ns 


Never till Rome ſhall change herconquering Maxims. 


| GALESUS. 

Her haughty Spirit now will ſoar beyond 
Its uſual Pirch, upborne by Caius Marcivs. 
Stands he not for the Conſulate ? 

T1Tvs. 
5 He did. 
But is no more a 1 of Rome. 
.. GALESUS. 

What mean'ſt thou, TiTvs? | | 

| Tirus. 

| Mac ius is "I Rome | 
Baniſh'd for ever, 

Gal Esus. 


O 33 Powers! x 


On what Pretence could they to Exile doom 

Their wiſeſt Captain, and their braveſt Soldier? 

Nor leſs renown'd for Piety, for Juſtice, 

An uncorrupted Heart, and pureſt Manners. 
Tiro. | 

The Charge againſt him was entirely groundleſs, 

What not his Enemies themſelves believ'd, 

Affecting of tyrannic Power in Rome. 

His real Crime was only ſome hot Words, 

Struck from his fiery Temper, in the Senate, 

Againſt thoſe factious Miniſters of Diſcord, 

The Tribunes of the People. They to Rage, 

And frantic Fury, rous'd the mad Plebeians ; 

By whom ſupported in their bold Attempt, 

They durſt preſume to ſummon to the Bar 

Of an enrag'd and partial Populace, 

The moſt illuſtrious Senator of Rome. at 

To this the Nobles yielded and, with his, 

Gave up their own and Childrens Rights for ever. 
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12 CORIOLANUS. 


| GAL Esus. 
O ſhameful Weakneſs in a Roman Senate, 
So much renown'd for Firmneſs! Yet, my Tirus, 
Spite of my Love to Marcivs, I muſt own it, 
The vigorous Soil whence his Heroic Virtues 
Luxuriant riſe, if not with careful Hand 
Severely weeded, teems with Imperfections. 
His lofty Spirit brooks no Oppoſition. 
His Rage, if once offended, knows no Bounds, 
He deems Plebeians, with Plarician Blood 
Compar'd, the Creatures of a lower Species, 
Mere menial Hands by Nature meant to ſerve him. 
'T1Tus. 
It was this high Patrician Pride undid him. 
The furious People triumph'd in his Ruin 
As if they had expell'd another Tarquin : 
While, like a captive Train, the vanquiſh'd Nobles 
Hung their dejected Heads in ſilent Shame. 
Maxcivs alone ſeem'd unconcern'd; tho? deep 
The latent Tempeſt boil'd within his Breaſt, 
Choak'd up and ſmother'd with exceſſive Rage. 
GaALESUsS. | 
You were his Gueſt at Rome, and therefore, TiTvs, 
Might on this ſad Occaſion be permitted 
To join your Tears with his domeſtic F ends. 
Saw you that moving Scene? 


| T1Tvus, 
I did, GaLzsvs. 

I follow'd Maxrcivs home _Hi is Mother, there, 

VEeTuRIA, the moſt venerable Matron 

Theſe Eyes have e' er beheld, and ſoft VoLUMNI4 A, 

His lovely, virtuous Wife, amidft his Children, 

Spread on the Ground, lay loſt in dumb Deſpair. 

He ſwelling ſtood a while, and could not ſpeak, 

Th'affronted Hero ſtruggling with the Man; 

4 hen thus at laſt he broke the gloomy Silence: 
« *Tis done. The guilty Sentence is pronounc'd. 

bas. TORI Rome has caſt me from her Boſom. 
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CORIOLANUS 13 


6 Support this Blow with Fortitude and Courage, 
As it becomes two generous Roman Matrons. 
„I recommend my Children to your Care. 


„ Farewel. I go, I quit, without Regret, 


« ACity grown an Enemy to Virtue.” 
Gar zsvs. 
Oh godlike Maxcivs! oh unconquer'd Strength 
And Dignity of Mind! How much ſuperior 


Is ſuch a Saat to all the Power of Fortune! 


11 „nes 

This ſaid, he fternly try'd to break away: 

When, holding in her Hand his eldeſt Son, 
VEzTvuRia follow'd; while the poor Vor uuxrA, 


All drown'd in Tears, and bearing in one Arm 


Their youngeſt, yet an Infant, with the other 
Hung clinging at his Knees he, turning to them, 
Half ſoften'd, half ſevere, breath'd from his Soul 
Theſe broken Accents ! Ceaſe your vain Com- 
“ plaints. 
« Mother, you have no more a Son; and thou, 
<« Thou beſt of Women! thou, my dear Vol uux IA! 
« No more a Huſband” —Pierc'd with theſc dire 
__ - Words, | 
VoLuMNI1a lifeleſs ſunk: and off he fung, 
With wild Precipitation. 
GALESUS. 

Thy fad Tale 
Blinds my old Eyes with Tears - But whither, tell me, 
O whither, Tir us, bent he then his Courſe? 

TiTvus.. 

Where the blind Genius of regardleſs Rage 
And Deſperation led. On to the Gate, 
Capena call'd, attended by the Nobles, 


He ſtalk'd in ſullen Majeſty along; 


Nor deign'd a Word. A godlike virtuous Anger 
Beam'd thro? his Features, and ſublim'd his Air. 
With downcaſt Eyes he walk'd; or if aſide 
Hechanc'd to look, each Look was great ** 
| h us 
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14 CORIOLANUS. 


Thus in emphatic Silence, that made Words 

Void and inſipid all, he parted from them, 

The Day preceding my Return from Rome; 

Nor has been heard of ſince, loſt in th* Abyſs 

Ot his own Woes. | 
GALESUS. 


 OMagxcaivs, noble Marcivus! 
How ſhall my Friendſhip ſuccour thy Diſtreſs? 


Where ſhall I find thee, to partake thy Sorrows, 


And make myſelf Companien of thy Exile ? 
But, TIrus, we indulge Diſcourſe too long 

Go, and afſemble thou the Volſcian Chiefs, 

Whilft I repair to TuLLvs, to inform, 

And bring him to the Council, there to hear 

The fatal Anſwer thou haft brought from Rome. 

05S ce Seb dee Se 868 DS 8650 DOS ©0S 065 


SCENE IL 
Changes to TuLLus's Tent. 


CorrtoLanus, TUuLLvus. 


CoR.1OLANUS. 
Forgive me, TuLLvus, if I count the Moments 
That ſtop the Purpoſe of thy noble Kindneſs, 
And keep me here ccnfin'd in tame Inaction. 
Why lingers Tirus? * | 
| TvLLUS. 
Calm thy reſtleſs Heart, 


Brave Marcivs; every Minute I expect him. 


Soon from the Cloud that hides thee, ſhalt thou break 


With double Brightneſs; ſoon thy firey Rage 


Shall wither all the Strength and Pride of Rome. 


CoR1OLANUS. 
O righteous Jove, Protector of the Injur'd! 
If from my earlieſt Youth, with pious Awe, 


| 5 I ſtill have reverenc'd thy ped Juſtice, 
Still by her ſacred Dictates rul 


d my Actions, 


o let 
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CORIOLANUS. 15 
O let that Juſtice now ſupport my Cauſe, * - 
And arm my ſtrong Right-land with all her Terrors! 
When that is done, be Life or Death my Lot, 
As thy almighty Pleaſure ſhall determine. 
[ Enter an Officer to TvLLs. 
OFFICER. 
My Lord, GaLgsvs aſks Admittance to you. 
TuLLvus. | 
Maxcivs, retire an Inſtant, till I hear 
The Buſineſs brings him hither Bid him enter. 
[Exit Officer and Cox lol. Anus. 
1 GALESUS. 
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SCENE M. 


Tukrus, GALESUS. 


—_ GaLESUs. 
TvuLLUs, the Roman Senate has return'd 
No other Anſwer, to our late Demands, ©. 
But abſolute Denial and Defiance. 
TvuLLus. 
It is what expected We ſhall teach them 
An humbler Language ſoon Haſt thou aſſembled, 
As I deſir'd, the Volſcian Chiefs in Council? 
GALESsus. 
Trros i is gone to ſummon their Attendance. 
TvuLLvs. 
It is enough—Come forth, my noble Gueſt! 
And ſhew GALESUS how the Gods aſſiſt us. 


SCENE 


16 CORIOLANUS. 


Seer 


SCENE Iv. 


CorIoLanus, TuLLus, GALESUs. 


GALESUS. 
O My aſtoniſh'd Soul! what do I ſee? 
What! Caius Maxrcivs! Carus Marcivs here, 
Beneath one Tent with TuLLvus ? 

TvuLLus. 

Ay, and more, 
With TuLLvus, now his Friend and fellow Soldier. 
Yes, thou ſhalt ſee him thundering at the Head 
Of Volſcian Armies; he, who oft has carry'd 
Deſtruction thro? their Ranks..Your Leave a Mo- 
ment, 

While to our Chiefs, 1 Fathers, I announce 
Their 8 Gueſt. 


SCENE v. 


Co RioLAxus, GAL sus. 


CoRI1OLANUS. 
| Thou good old Man! 
_ Cloſe let me ſtrain thee to my faithful Heart, 
Which now is doubly thine, united more 
By the Protection which thy Country gives me, 
Than by our former Friendſhip. 
GALESUS. 

Strange Event! 

This is thy Work, almighty Providence! 


Whole 5 deyond the rack of hum anThought, 


1 Revolves 
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CORIOLANUS. 17. 
Revolves the Orbs of Empire; bids them ſink 
Deep ih the deadning Night oftthy Diſpleaſure, 

Or riſe majeſtic o'er a wondering World, 
The Gods by thee I ſee it, CoR1oranus, — 
Mean to exalt us, and depreſs the Romans. 
CoRIOLANUS. 
GaLEsvus, yes, the Gods have ſent me hither, _ 
Thoſe righteous Gods, who, when vindictive Juſtice 
Excites them to deſtroy a worthleſs People, pm 
Make their own Crimes and Follies ſtrike the Blow. 
GALESUS. ' 
Cheriſh theſe Thoughts, that teach us what we are, 
And tame the Pride of Man. There is a Power, 
Unſeen that rules th'illimitable World, | 
That guides its Motions, from the brighteſt Star, 
To the leaſt Duſt of this ſin-tainted Mold; 
While Man, who madly deems himſelf the Lord 
Ot all, is nought but Weakneſs and Dependance. 
This ſacred Truth, by ſure Experience taught, 
Thou muſt have learnt, when, wandering all alone, 
Each Bird, each Inſect, flitting thro' the Sky, 
Was more ſufficient for itſelf, than thou — 
Ah the full Image of thy Woes diſſolves me 
The Pangs that muſt have torn, at parting from thee, 
Thy Mother and thy Wite. I cannot think 
Of that ſad Scene without ſome Drops of Pity ! 
| CoRIOL ANUS. 
Who was it forc*d me to that bitter Parting? 
Who, in one crueFhaſty Moment, cad me 
From Wife, from Children, F riends, and Houſhold 
Gods, 
Me! who ſo often had protected theirs? 
Who, from the ſacred City of my Fathers 
Drove me with Nature's Commoners to dwell, 
To lodge beneath their wide unſhelter'd Root, 
And at their Table feed ? O blaſt me, Gods! 
With ev'ry Woe! Debility of Mind, 
Diſhonour, juſt Contempt, and palfy'd. Akne 1 
2 
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If I forgive the Villains! yes Gal ESs us, 
Yes, I will offer to 7 Powers of Vengeance 
A great, a glorious Victim a whole City !— 
N TuLLos, this Delay ? 8 
GALESUS, 0 
May Cox lol Aus 
Be to 8 Volſcian Nation, and himſelf, 
The dread, the godlike Inſtrument of Juſtice! 
But let not Rage and Vengeance mix their Rancour ; 
Let them not trouble with their fretful Storm, 
Their angry Gleams, that Azure, where enthron'd ' 
The calm Divinity of Juſtice fits | 
And pities, while ſhe puniſhes, Mankind. 
CORIOLANUS. - | 

What faidſt thou? What, againſt the 8 of 

Vengeance ? | 
The Gods gave honeſt Anger, juſt Revenge, 
To be the awtul Guardians of the Rights 
And native Dignity of Human kind. 
O were it not for them, the ſaucy World 
Would grow a noiſome Neſt of little Tyrants? 
Each Carrion Crow, on Eagle Merit perch'd, 
Would peck his Eyes out, and the mungril Cur 
At pleaſure bait the Lyon — No, GaLzsvs, 
I would not raſhly, nor on light Occaſion, 
Receive the deep Impreſſion in my Breaſt; 
But when the Baſe, the Brutal and Unjuſt, 
Or worſe than all, th*Ungrateful, ſtamp it theres. 
O will then with Luxury ſupreme, 
Enjoy the Pleaſure of offended Gods, 
A righteous, Juſt Revenge |—Behold my Soul. 


[Enter an Officer. 
OxFIcer. 
My Lords, th'aſſembled Chiefs defire your Preſence, | 
GALESUS. ' 


Come, noble Maxcivs; let my joyful Hand 
Conduct thee thither Doubt not thy Reception 


5 val be proportion'd to * Fame and Merit. 


SCENE 


* 


F 
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The back Scene opens, and diſcovers the Depities of 
the Volſcian States, aſſembled in Council. They 
ſe and ſalute CoR1OLANuS; then reſume their 
Places. | 


Garesvs, TuiLus, Cortotanus, SENATORS. 


|  GarLEsvs. Fl 
Aſſembled States, and Captains of the Volſci, 
Behold the Chief ſo much renown'd in War; 
Our once ſo formidable Foe, but now 8 
Our proffer'd Friend and Soldier C Alus Max cus. 
14 SENATOR. 
We give him hearty Welcome, from our Souls! 
3 CORIOLANUS. | 
Moſt noble Chiefs, and Fathers of the Volſci, 
I need not ſay, how by the People's Rage, 
And the poor Weakneſs of the timid Nobles, 
I am expell'd from Rome. Had I confin d 
My Wiſhes merely to a ſafe Retreat, 5 
Some Latine City might have given me that; 
Or any nameleſs Corner. What imports it, 
Where a tame patient Exile rots in Silence? 
But, Volſcian Lords, permit me to declare, 
I would at once cut ſhort my uſeleſs Days, 
Rather than be that deſpicable Wretch, 
Who neither can take Vengeance on his Foes, 
Nor ſerve his Friends. That is my Temper, Chiefs. 
I ſhall be glad to merit, by my Sword,, | 
Ti Aſylum which I ſeek among the Volſci. 
Rome is our common Foe : Then let us join 
Our common Suffering, Paſſions, and Reſentments. 
Yes, tho? but one, I bring ſo many Wrongs, 
So large a Share of powerful Enmity, - h 
| ps C 2 | Into 
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Into the War, as gives me the Preſumption, 

To offer to the an States th* Alliance 

Even of my ſingle Arm.— 
TuULLvs. : 

| That ſingle Arm 

Ts in itſetf a numerous Army, Maxcivs; '' 

The Volſcians ſo efteem it——But proceed. 


CoR1oOLANUS. 
I will not mention, Volſcian Chiefs, what Talent 
The World allows me to poſſeſs in War: 
But be it what it.will, you may employ it. 
Soldier, or Captain, in whatever Station 
You place me, I will loſe each Drop of Blood, 
Or with this Hand PII fix the Volſcian Standard 
On the proud Towers of Capitolian Jove. 


TulLus. 


Chiefs of the Volſcian League, I give you Joy 


Ot our new Citizen, the noble MARcœius. 


The Genius of the Volſcian State has ſent him, 
Whetted by Wrongs into a keener Hatred 

Than that we bear to Rome. It were contemning, 
With impious ſelf-ſufficient Arrogance,, 


This Bounty of the Gods, not to accept, 


With every Mark of Honour, of his Service. 

I, Volſcians, I, even Arrius FuLLvus, give, 

Firſt of you all, my Voice, that Caius Mazxcivs 

Be now receiv'd to high Command among us; 

That inſtantly we do appoint him General 

Of half our Troops, w which here, with your Conſent, 

I to him yield. —Speak, Chiefs, is this your Pleaſure ? 8 
1* SENATOR. 


I: uwe give INES Conſent. 
TuLLvus, embracing him... 


M ARC1PS, I joy to call thee my Companion, 


And Collegue in this War. 


Conio- 
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wr = . CoRIOLANUS. 

n np By all the Gods!” 
Thou art the generous Victor of my Soul! 
Yes, 1 I am conquer'd by thy Virtue. 

© *GALESUS. 
Tho” I how oft, on great Occaſions, OTE | 
Beheld thee in the Senate, and the Field, 
Cover'd with Glory; yet, I muſt avow, : 
I never ſaw thee ſhew ſuch genuine Greatneſs, * 
Such true Sublimity of Soul, as now. 
To ſcorn th all- powerful Charm of ſelfiſh Paitons, 
Chiefly the dazzling Pride of Emulation, 
That noble Weakneſs of Heroic Minds, 
To ſink thyſelf that thou may'ſt raiſe thy Country; 
To put the Syord into thy Rival's Hand, 
And twine thy promis'd Laurels round his Brow— 
© tis a Flight beyond the higheſt Point 
Of Martial Glory! and what tew can reach. 
Go forth, the choſen Miniſters of Juſtice; 
And may that awful Power, whoſe ſecret Hand 
Sways all our Paſſions, turns our partial Views 
All to its own dread Purpoſes, attend you ! 
CORIOLANUS.: 
I outs! to enter on the glorious Taſk 
You now have mark'd me out. How flow the Time 
To the warm Soul, that in the very Inſtant 
It forms, would execute, a great Delign. 
"Tis my Advice we march direct to Rome; 
We cannot be too quick. Let the firſt Dawn 
See us in bright Array before her Walls. 
Perhaps when they behold their Exile there, 
Back'd by your Force, ſome conſcious Hearts among 
them 
May 25 ch'Alarm of Guilt. 
TvuLLvus. 

| | I much approve | 
Of this Kvide: *Tis what I thought before, 
Ere ſtrengthen'd, Mazervs, by thy mighty Ar n: 
C 3 Zu 
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22 CORIOLANUS. 


But now 'tis doubly right. Here, Volſcian Chiefs, 
Here let our Council terminate — The Troops 


Have had Repoſe ſufficient. Strait to Rome, 
Come, let us urge our March—As yet the Stars 
Ride in their middle Watch : we ſhall with — 
Reach it by Dawn.— 

CorloLanus. 


Tes, we have time—too much? 
Six tedious Hours till Morn — But hence! away! 


My Soul on Fi ire W the Dawn. 


e Second ACT 
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ConrroLAanvs, TuLLus; VoLusvs, Tirus, with a 
 Croud of Volſcian Officers. Acclamations behind 
the Scenes. | 


CORIOLANUS. £ 

O more I merit not this laviſh Praiſe. 
True, we have driven the Roman Legions back, : 
Defeated, and diſgrac'd But what is this? 
Nothing, ye Volſci, nothing yet is done. 
We but begin the wonderous Leaf of Story, _ 
That marks the Roman Doom, At length it dawns, — 
The deſtin'd Hour, that eaſes of their Fears 

The Nations round, and ſets Heſperia free. 
Come on, my brave Companions of the War! 
Come, let us finiſh at one mighty Stroke, 

This Toil of labouring Fate - We will, or periſh! 
While, noble TuLLus, you protect the Camp, 
I, with my Troops, all Men of choſen Valour, 
And well-approv'd to-day, will ſtorm the City. 


| 1 4 Ren. 5 . 

Beneath thy animating Conduct, Marcivs, a 4 a 
What can the Volſcian Valour not perform. 
Thy very Sight and Voice ſubdues the R omann. 
When, lifting up your Helm, you ſhew'd your Face, | * 7 

That like a Comet glar'd Deſtruction on them, a 
I ſaw their braveſt Veterans fly before thee. | 
Their ancient Spirit has with thee forſogk them, 
And Ruin hangs o'er yon devoted Walls. 5 

Enter an Officer, abo addreſſes bimſelf to Coriolarus 
| | e Orricer 
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OFFICER, | 

My Lord, a Herald is arriv*d, from Rome, 

To ſay, a Deputation from the Senate, 

Attended by the Miniſters of Heaven, 

A venerable Train of Prieſts and Flamens, 

Is on the Way, addreſs'd to yaw. 

CokloLANus. 


To me! 

What can this Meſlage mean! Stand to your Arms, 
Ye FVolſcian Troops; and let theſe Romans paſs 
Berwixt the lowring Frown of double Files. 
2 I $i wad do they think me ſuch a milky Boy, 

To pay my Vengeance with a few ſoft Words. 
Come, fellow Soldiers, TuLLus, come, and ſee, 
If I betray the Honours you have done me. 

[ Goes out with a 20 rain of Volſcian Officers, 


M nne 


SCENE II. 
Tur rus, Vereins. who remain. 


VoLvus1vs, after ſome Silence, 
Are we not, TvLLvs, failing in our Duty 
Not to attend our General ? 
TvuLLUs, 
How ! ! What ſaidſt thou ? 
VoLvsvs. | 
. ght, my Lord, his parting Orders were, 
We could attend the Triumph now preparing 
O'er all his Foes at once — Romans and Velſci . 
Come, we ſhall give Offence. 
erde, 
Of this no more. 
I pray thee ſpare thy bitter Irony, „ 
195 > Youu. 
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VoLvusvs. 1 oe age ab 
Shall I then ſpeak without Diſguiſe? 8 eb, 
TulLus. | FI 
ik outs * 
With all the hone Bluntneſs of a Friend. \. 
Think'ſt thou I fear the Truth? 
 VoLvsvs. 
Then, TuLLvus, know, 
Thou art no more the General of the Volſei * 
Thou haſt, by this thy generous Weakneſs, __ 
Thyſelf into a private Man of Antium. 
Yes, thou haſt taken from thy laurePd Brow 
The well-earn'd Trophies of thy Toils and Perils, 
Thy fringing Hopes, the faireſt ever budded, 
And heap'd them on a Man too proud before. 


TVuLLUS. 
He bears it high. 


f 


Volustuvs. 

Death, and Perdition! high! ! 
With uncontrouPd Command Tou ſee, already, 
He will not be encumber'd with the Fettes 
Of our Advice. He ſpeaks his Sovereign Will; 
On every Hand he iſſues out his Orders, 
As to his natural Slaves. For you, my Lord, 
He has, I think, confin'd you to your Camp, 
There in inglorious Indolence to languiſh; 
While he, beneath your blaſted Eye, ſhall reap 
The Harveſt of your Honour. 

TvuLLvs. . 


No, Vol usius, | 
Whatever Honour ſhall by him be gain'd 


Reverts to me, from whoſe ſuperior Bounty _ 
He drew the Means of all his glorious Deeds. 
This mighty Chief, this 3 of Rome 
15 but my Creature, — 
Vol us tue., f 

Wretched Self-Deluſion; 
He and the Volſcians know he is thy. Maſter. 


He 
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$$:  CORIOLANUS. 
He acts as ſuch in all Things — Now by Mars, 
Could my abhorrent Soul endure the Thought 


Of ſtooping to a Roman Chief, I here 


Would leave thee in thy ſolitary Camp, 
And go where Glory calls. 
TuLLvs. 
Indeed, VorvsIvs, 
I did expect more equal Treatment from him. 
But what of that? The generous Pride of Virtue 
Diſdains to weigh too nicely. the Returns 
Her Bounty meets with—Like the liberal Gods, 
From her own gracious Nature ſhe beſtows, 
Nor ſtoops to aſk Reward— Yet muſt I own, 
I thought he would not have ſo ſoon forgot 
What he fo lately was, and what I am. 
VoLvsIvs. 
Gods! knew ye not his Character before? 
Did you not know his Genius was to yours 
Averſe, as are Antipathies in Nature? 
over-weening, tyranoully Proud, 
And only fit to hold Command o'er Slaves? 


Hence, as repugnant to that equal Life, 


Which is the quickening Soul of all Republicks, 
The Reman People caſt him forth; and we, 


Shall we receive the Bane of their Repoſe, 
Into our Breaſt? Are we leſs free than they? 


Or ſhall we be more patient of a Tyrant? 
. TuLLvs. 
All this I knew. Bur while his Imperfections 


Are chy glad Theme, thou haſt forgot his Virtues. | 


VoLvs1vs. 
I leave that Subject to the ſmooth GAL Esus, 


And theſe his Volſcian Flatterers—His Virtues! 


Truſt me there is no I1folence that treads 
So high as that which rears itſelf on Virtue. 
Tortrvs. 


Well, be it fol meant, that even his Vice 


Should, on this great Occaſion, ſerve the Volſci. 
i Vor u- 
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_ VoLvs1vs. ; 
Confuſion! there it is! there lurks the Sti 
Of our Diſhonour! while this Marcrvus leads 
The Roman Armies, ours are driven before him. 
Behold, he changes Sides; when with him c 
The Fortune of the War. Strait they grow Yolſcs 
And we victorious Romans — Such, no doubt, 
Such is his ſecret Boaſt—Ay, this vile Brand, 
Succeſs itſelf will fix for ever on us; 
Oy TuLLvus, thou, tis thou mult anſwer for it. 
TvLLUs, ade. 3. , 
His Words are Daggers to my Heart; I feel - WT 
Their Truth, but am aſham'd to own my F olly. 7 i 
| VoLusius. _ 
O Shame! 0 Infamy! the Thought conſumes me, 
It ſcalds my Eyes — Tears, to ſee a Roman 
Borne on our Shoulders to immortal Fame: 
Juſt in the happy Moment that decided 
The long Diſpute of Ages, that for which 
Our generous Anceſtors had toil'd and bled, 
To ſee him then ſtep in and ſteal our Glory! 
O that we firſt had periſh'd all! A People, 
| Who cannot find in their own proper Force 
Their own Protection, are not worth the faving! 
„ Tune 
It muſt have Way! I will no more ſuppreſs it— 
Know, then, my rough old Friend, no leſs than thee 
His Conduct hurts me, and upbraids my Folly: 
I wake as from a Dream. What Demon moy'd me? 
What doating Generoſity? his Woes, 
Was it his Woes ! to ſee the brave reduc'd 
To truſt his mortal Foe ? perhaps, a little 
That work'd within my Boſom — But, VorLvusvs, 
That was not all will to thee confeſs 
The Weakneſs of my Heart—Yes, it was Pride, 
The dazzling Pride to ſee my Rival-Warriour 
The great Cox lol Ax us, bend his Soul, 
Hr haughty Soul, tr to ſue for my Protection. 
| Protection 
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Protection ſaid 1? were it that alone, 
I had been baſe to have refus'd him that, 
To have refus'd him aught a gallant Foe 
Owes to a gallant Foe.—But to exalt him 
To the ſame Level, nay above myſelf; 
To yield him the Command of half my Troops, | 
The choiceſt acting Half— That, that was Madneſs 
Was weak, was mean, unworthy of a Man! 
VoLvsvs. 
J ſcorn to flatter thee—.It was indeed. 
TvuLLvs. 
Curſe on the Slave, Gal sus! ſoothing, he 
Seiz'd the fond Moment of ann 
And clinch'd the Chains my generous Folly forg d. 
How ſhall I from this Labyrinth eſcape ? 
Muſt it then be!] what cruel Genius dooms me, 
In War or Peace to creep beneath his Fortune ? 
| VoLvsrvs. 
That Genius is thyſelf. If thou canſt bear 
The very Thought of ſtooping to this Roman, 
Thou from that Moment art his Vaſſal, TuLLus; 
By that thou doſt acknowledge, Parent Nature 
Has form'd him thy Superior. But if fix'd 
Upon the Baſe of manly Reſolution, 
Thou ſay'ſt I will be free! I will command! 
I and my Country! then O never doubt it— — 
We ſhall find Means to cruſh this vain Intruder; ; 
Even I myſelf—this Hand 
Nay, hear me, as: 
"Ti is not yet come to that, that laſt Reſource. 
I do not ſay we ſhould employ the Dagger, 
While other, better Means are in our Power. 
TuLLvUs. 
No, my VoLvs1vs, Fortune will not drive us, 
Or I am much deceiv'd, to that Extreme: 
We ſhall not want the ſtrongeſt faireſt Plea, 
To give a ſolemn Sanction to his Fate. 
He will betray himſelf. Whatc'er his Rage 
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Of Paſſion talks, a Weakneſs for his Country 
Sticks in his Soul, and he is ſtill a Roman. 

Soon ſhall we ſee him tempted to the Brink 

Of this ſure Precipice—Then down, at once, 
Without Remorſe, we hurl him to Perdition 1! 
But hark! the Trumpet calls us to a Scene 

I ſhould deteſt, if not from Hope we thence 
May gather Matter to mature our Purpoſe. 


Sed Kat K E EDS | 
SCENE III. r 
The back Scene opens, and diſcovers CoRIOLANUS, 7. 
ſitting on his Tribunal, attended by bis Liftors, "oo 
and a Croud of Volician Officers. Files f — 
Troops drawn up on either Hand. In the Depth, _ - . 
Eibe Scene appear the Deputies from the Ro- Packed ty 
man Senate, M. Mix ucius, PosTHUMUS Co- ae V. 
MINTusS, Sp. LARTI Vs, P. PinnaRivs, and 58 V 
Q. Surririus, all Conſular Senators, who bad b 
| been his moſt zealous Friends. And behind them 19 : 
march the Prieſts, the Sacrificers, the Augurs, | N 
and the Guardians of the ſacred Things, dreſt in 
their Ceremonial Habits. Thefe advance flowly, 
betwixt the Files of Soldiers, under Arms. As 
_ TuLLvus enters, CoRIOLANUS ing ſalutes him. 
CoRIOLANUS. + 
Here, noble TuLLvs, fit, and judge my Conduct; 
Nor ſpare to check me if I act amiſs. 
| TuLLus. 
Masche the Volſcian Fate is in thy Hands. 
1 10L Ax us 7s ſeated again, and Tul us places 
himſelf upon a Tribunal on his Left Hand. Mean 
time the Roman Deputies advance up to Co- 
RIOLANUS and ſalute him, which be returns. 
CoRIOLANUS. 


What, Romans, from the Generals of the ve 
Is * Demand? ? 


f 
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30 C ORIOLAN U. 8. 
| | Mrwvcrvs. 
O Cor1oLawvus, Rome, 
Nurſe of thy tender Years, thy Parent-City, 
Her Senators, her People, Prieſts, and Augurs, 
Her every Order and Degree, by us, 
Thy ever-zealous, ſtill-unſhaken Friends, 
Sue in the moſt pathetic Terms for Peace. 
And if in This, conftrain'd, We from our Maxim, 
Never ta aſk but give it, muſt depart z 
It is ſome Conſolation, in the State 
To which thou haſt by thy. ſuperior Valour 
Reduc'd us, that we afk it from a Roman. 
CoR1IOLANUS. : | 
IT was a Roman once, and thought the Name 
Was not diſhonour'd by me; but it pleas'd 
Your Lords, the Mob of Rome, to take it from me; 
Nor will I now receive it back again. | 
MiLucivs. | 7 

The Name thou mayſt reject, but canſt not throw 
The Duties from thee which that Name imparts ; 
Indiſſoluble Duties, bound upon thee 
Buy the ſtrong Hand of Nature, and confirm'd 
By the dread Sanction of all-ruling Jove. 
Then hear thy Country's ſupplicating Voice; 

By all thoſe Duties I conjure thee hear us. 
_ConrtoLanus. 


Well—1 will hear thee; ſpeak, declare thy Meſlage. 


M1Lvcivs. 
Give Peace, give healing Peace, to two brave Nations, 
Fatigu'd with War, and ſick of cruel Deeds! 
Io carry on Deſtruction's eaſy Trade, 


Afflict Mankind, and ſcourge the World with War, | 


Is what each wicked, each ambitious Man, 

Who lets his furious Paſſions looſe, may do: 
But in the flattering Torrent of Succeſs, 

To check his Rage, and drop th'avenging Sword, 
When a repenting People aſk it of him, 
That is the genuine Bounty of a God. 
Then 
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Then urge no further this your juſt Reſentment ; 
Which, injur'd as you are, you needs mult feel, 
But never ought to carry into Action, 
Againſt your ſacred Country; - whence you drew 
Your Lite, your Virtues, every mortal Good, 
That very Valour you employ againſt her. 
Stop, CoRI1oLALUus, ere, beyond Retreat, | 
You plunge yourſelf in Crimes. To the fierce Joy 
Of Vengeance puſh'd to barbarous Exceſs, 
Repentance will ſucceed, and ſickning Horror. 
Conſider too the ſlippery State of Fortune. 
The Gods take Pleaſure oft, when haughty Mortals 
On their own Pride erect a mighty Fabrick, 
By ſlighteſt means, to lay their towering Schemes 
Low in the Duſt, and teach them they are nothing. 
Return, thou virtuous Reman ! to the Boſom 
Of thy imploring Country. Lo! her Arms 
She fondly ſpreads to take thee back again, 
And by redoubled Love efface her Harſhneſs. 
Return, and crown thee with the nobleſt Wreathe, 
Which Glory can beſtow - the Palm of Mercy 
1725 CoRIOLANUS. | 
Mascus Minvucavs, and ye other Romans, 
Reſpected Senators, and holy Flamens, 
Attend, and take to your Demand this Anſwer * 
Why court you me, the Servant of the YVol/ci ? 
It is to them that you muſt bend for Peace, 
Which on theſe only Terms they will accord you. 
« Reſtore the conquer d Lands, your former Wars 
« Haveraviſh'd from them: from their Towns and _ 
Cities, | 
« Won by your Arms, withdraw your Colonies ; 
And to the full Immunities of ame I Y 
« Frankly admit them, as you have the Latines.” 
Then, Romans, you have Peace, and not till then! 
If theſe are Terms which ſuit not your Ambition, 
They ſuit the State to which the Folſcian n 
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Have now reduc'd you We have learn'd from Rome 
To uſe our Fortune, and command the Vanquiſt'd. 
TvLrLus, (aſide.) 

Death to my Hopes! I'm now his Slave for ever. 

Con lol Ax us, addreſſing himſelf to the Volſci. 
This, my illuſtrious Patrons and Protectors, 
Volſci, to you I ow'd. Permit me now 
To do myſelf and injur'd Honour Juſtice. 

| Turning again to the Romans, 

As to the Liberty you idly vaunt 
To give me of returning to your City, 
Tis what I hold unworthy of Acceptance. 
Can I return into th'ungrateful Boſom 
Of a diſtracted State, where, to the Rage 
Of a vile ſenſeleſs Populace, the Laws 
Are by your ſhameful Weakneſs given a Prey? 
Who are the Men that hold the Sway among you ? 
And whom have you expell'd, as even unworthy 
To live within the Cincture of your Walls !— 
O the wild Thought breaks in and troubles Reaſonl 
With what, ye Romans, can the ſowereſt Cenſor, 
The moſt envenom'd Malice, juſtly charge me? 
Did I &er break your Laws? Nay, did I &er 
Do aught that could diſturb the facred Order, 
The Peace and ſocial Harmony of Life; 
Or taint your ancient Sanctity of Manners ? 
What was my Crime? I could not bear to fee 
Your Dignity debas'd: to ſee the Rabble, 
Tread on the reverend grey Authority 
Of Senatorial Wiſdom : Yes, for you, 
In your Defence I did enrage this Monſter ; 
And yet you baſely left me to its Fury. 
Then talk no more of Services and Friendſhip : 
A Friend, who can, and does not ſhield, betrays me. 
Or:if the Power was wanting, then your Senate 
Is ſunk into Servility, and Bondage, | 
Nor ſhould a Freeman deign to fit among ycu. 
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.  Minvervs.. 
The Wileſt are ſometimes compell'd to yield 
To popular Storms: Yet I defend not, Marcivs, 
Our timid Conduct; we have felt our Error, 
And now invite thee back to aid the Senate, 
With thy heroic Spirit to reſtrain e 
The giddy Rage of Faction, and to hold 
The Reins of Government more firm hereafter. 

As to th' Appeal which thou haſt nobly made 
In Vindication of thy ſpotleſs Fame, 
With Pleaſure we 9 it, and bear Witneſs 
To all thy public and thy private Virtues: 
But let us alſo beg thee not to ſtain 
The Brightneſs of that Glory by a Crime, 
Which, unrepented, would 8 them all, 
A dire rebellious War againſt thy Country. 

CORIOLANUS. 
Abſurd! What can you mean? To call a People, 
Who with the laſt Indignity have us'd me, 
To call my Foes my Country! No, Minvervs, 
It is the generous Nation of the Volſci, 
Theſe brave, theſe virtuous Men, you ſee around me, 
Who, when I wander'd a poor helpleſs Exile, 
Took Pity of my Injuries and Woes; 
Forgot the former Miſchiefs of my Sword 
Heap'd on me Kindneſs, Honours, Dignities ; ; 
Fear*d not to truſt me with this high Command, 
And plac'd me here the Guardian of their Cauſe :— 
Be Witneſs, Jove It is alone their Nation 
I henceforth will acknowlege for my Country ! 
Let this ſuffice—You have my Anſwer, ROMANS. 
CoMINIUS. 
This Anſwer, CorioLanus., is the Dictate 
More of thy Pride than Magnanimity : 
"Tis thy Revenge that gives it, not thy Virtue. 
Art thou above the Gods? who joy to ſhow'r 
Their doubled Goodneſs on repenting Mortals ? 
But think not I intend, by This, to urge 
D Our 


CORIOLANUS. 


Our proffer'd Peace, fo harſhly treated, further. 

That were a Weakneſs ill becoming Romans. 

Yet I muſt tell thee, it would better ſuit 

A fierce deſpotie Chief of barbarous Slaves, 
Than the calm Dignity of one who ſits 

In the grave Senate of a free Republic, 

To talk ſo high, and as it were to thruſt _ 

Plebeians from the native Rights of Man.— 

CoRIOLANUS. | 
Ha! doſt thou come the People's Advocate 
To Me, .Comim1vs! Com'ſt thou to inſult me! 


COMINIUS. 
Nay, hear me, Maxcivs: Theſe grey Hars 
To ſet thee right before this great Aſſembly: 


impower me 


And there was once a Time, thou wouldſt have heard 


Thy General with more Deference and Patience, — 

] tell thee then, whoe' er amidſt the Sons 

Of Reaſon, Valour, Liberty, and Virtue, 
_ Diſplays diſtinguiſh'd Merit, is a Noble 
Of Nature's own creating. Such have riſen 
Sprung from the Duſt, or where had been our Honours? 
And ſuch in radiant Bands will riſe again, 

In yon immottal City, that, when moſt. 

Depreſt by Fate, and near apparent Ruin, 

Returns, as with an Energy divine, 


On her aſtoniſh'd Foes, and ſhakes them from her 


Your Pardon, VoLsci—But This, CORIOLANUS, 
Is what I had to ſay. 
CoRIOLANUS. 
.And I have heard it— 


Ring from his Tribunal; and 


the Prieſts advancing to ad- 
| dreſs him, he prevents them. 
' For you, ye awful Miniſters of Heaven, 
Let me not hear your holy Lips profan'd 
By urging what my Duty muſt refuſe. 
I bow in Adoration to the Gods; 


] 

; 
I 
\ 
1 
E 

G 
D 
\ 
1 


. I vene- - 


A OO 


Py tw} Do} bad 


CORIOLANVS 

I venerate their Servants. But there is, 
There is a Power, their chief, their darling Care, 
The Guardian of Mankind, which to betray 
Were violating all—And'that is Jus Tice. 

So far my public Character demands; 
So far my Honour, —Now, what ſhould forbid 
The Man, and Friend, to be indulg'd a little ? 

Permit me to embrace thee, good Minvcivs; 
Thee, LARTIUs; you, PinnaR1vs and SULPICIUS : 
But chiefly thee, .Cominivs, who firſt rais'd me 
To Deeds of Arms ; who from thy Conſular Brow 
Took thy own Crown, and with it circled mine. 
Tho nought can ſhake my Purpoſe, yet I wiſh 
That Rome had ſent me others on this Errand. 


I thank you for your Friendſhip. The Protection, 


Which you have given to thoſe, whom once I call'd 
By tender Names, I would not now remember. 
How ſhall I—fay - return your generous Goodneſs? 


O there is nothing you, as Friends, can afk, 


My grateful Heart will not with Pleaſure grant you. 
ComMinivs. 


We thank thee, Cortor anus—But a Roman 
Diſdains chat Favour you refuſe his Country. 


CokloL Aus. 
[To the Volſcian Officers. 


See that they be, with due Regard and Safety, 


Conducted back. 
[To the Roman Senators. 


I will ſuſpend th* Afaulr, 
Till to theſe Terms, of which we will not bate 
The ſmalleſt Part, your Senate may have Time 
To ſend their lateſt Anſwer. Then we cut 
All further Treaty off. Romans, farewel. 


The End ef the Third ACT. 
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ACT IV. 
S CSN 
Tullus alone. 


HAT is the Mind of Man? A reſtleſs Scene 
Of Vanity and Weakneſs; ſhifting ſtill, 


As ſhift the Lights of our uncertain Knowlege ; 


Or as the various Gale of Paſſion breathes. 
None ever thought himſelf more deeply founded 
On what is right, nor felt a nobler Ardor, 


Than I, when I inveſted Carivs Marcivs 


With this ill-judg*'d Command. Now it appears 
Diſtraction, Folly, monſtrous Folly ! Meanneſs! 
And down I plunge, betray'd even by my Virtue, 
From Gulph to Gulph, from Shame to deeper Shame. 


S D e AECDECCDIECDCEED 
SCENE II. 


Tos. S 


GALESUS. 

I liſten'd, TvLLvs, to th' important Scene 
That lately paſs'd before us, with moſt ſtrict 
Unprejudie d Attention; and have ſince 
Revolv*d it in my Mind, both as a Man, 
Ally'd to all Mankind, and as a Volſcian. © 
Indeed our Terms are high, and by the Manner ; 

| ; : n. 
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CORLOL ANUS 37 
In which they were preſcrib'd by CoRIOLANUS, | 
Are what we cannot hope will &er be granted. 
They ſhould be ſoften'd, Let us yield a little, 
Conſcious ourſelves to a great Nation's Pride, 
The Pride of human Nature. Could the Romans 
Stoop to ſuch Peace, commanded by the Sword, 
They then were Slaves, unworthy our Alliance. 

TuLLvus. 

Gods! do I hear in thee, one of the Chiefs 
Intruſted with the Honour of the Volſci, 


An Advocate for Rome? 


GALE SuS. 
I glory, Tu LLUS, 


To own myſelf an Advocate for Peace. 


Peace is the happy natural State of Man; 
War his Corruption, his Diſgrace— 
TuLLvus. 


His Safeguard! 


| His Pride! his Glory !—What but War, juſt War, 


Gave Greece her Heroes? Thoſe who drew the Sword 
(As we do now) againſt the Sons of Rapine 


D o quell proud Tyrants, and to free Mankind. 


GAL ES US. 


| You TVvLLUs, when to juſt Defence the Warrior | 
Confines his Force, he is a worſhip'd Name, 


Dear to Mankind, the Firſt and Beſt of Mortals ! 
Vet till, if this can by ſoft Means be done, 


And fair Accommodation, that 1s better. 


Why ſhould we purchaſe with the Blood of Thou- 
ſands, 
What may de gain'd by mutual juſt Conceſſion? 
Why give up Peace, the beſt of human Bleſſings, 
For the vain cruel Pride of uſeleſs Conqueſt ? 
I'VELES -: 


Theſe ſoorhing Dreams of philoſophic Quiet 


Are only fit for unfrequented Shades. 
The Sage ſhould quit the buſy buſtling World | 
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3 CORIOL ANUS. 


Ill ſuited to his gentle Meditations, 

And in ſome Detart find that Peace he loves. 
GALESUS. 

Miſtaken Man ! Philoſophy conſiſts not 

In airy Schemes, or idle Speculations : 

The Rule and Conduct of all ſocial Life 

Is her great Province. Not in lonely Cells 

Obſcure ſhe lurks, but holds her heavenly Light 

To Senates and to Kings, to guide their Councils, 

And teach them to reform and bleſs Mankind. 


All Policy but her's is falſe, and rotten; 


All Valour not conducted by her Precepts 

Is a deſtroying Fury ſent from Hell 

To plague unhappy Man, and ruin Nations. 
TuLLvus. 

To ſtop the Waſte of that deſtroying Fury, 

Is the great Cauſe and Purpoſe of this War. 


Art thou a Friend to Peace ?—ſubdue the Romans, 


Who, who, but they, have turn'd this antient Land, 

Where, from Saturnian Times, harmonious Concord 

Still lov'd to dwell, into a Scene of Blood, 

Of endleſs Diſcord, and perpetual Rapine ! ? 

The Sword, the vengeful Sword, muſt drain away 

This boiling Blood, that thus diſturbs the Nations ! 

Talk not of Terms. It is a vain Attempt 

To bind th* Ambitious and Unjuſt by Treaties : 

Theſe they elude a thouſand ſpecious Ways 

Or if they cannot find a fair Pretext, 

They bluſh not in the Face of Heaven to break them, 

GALESUS. 

Why then affronted Heaven will combat for us. 

Set Juſtice on our Side, and then my Voice 

Shall be as loud for War as thine; my Sword 

Shall ſtrike as deep; at leaſt my Blood ſhall flow 

As freely, TuLLvus, in my Country's Cauſe. 

But as I then would die to ſerve the Volſcians, 

So now I dare to ſerve them by oppoſing, 

Eyen with a ſingle Voice, ch imperuous Tho 
at 
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CORTOL ANTS. : 99 
That hurries us away beyond the Bounds 74 
Of temperate Wiſdom; and preſume to tell thee, 
It is thy Paſſion, not thy Prudence n 
This haughty Language. 
TvLLus. LS 
Yes, it is my Paſſion, 
A Paſſion for the Glory of my Country, 
That ſcorns your narrow Views of timid Prudence. 
Our injur*d Honour drew our Swords, and never 
Shall they be ſheath*d while I command the / * 
Till Rome ſubmits to Antium.— 
GALESUS. 
- Rome will periſh 
Ere he ſubmit; and ſhe has ſtill her Walls, 
The Strength of her Allies, her native Valour, 
Which oft has ſav'd her in the worſt Extremes, 
And, ſtronger yet than all, Deſpair, to aid her. 
TuLLvus. , 
All theſe will nought avail her, if out, Fears 
Come not to her Aſſiſtance But, Gaiesvs, 
Why urge you this to me? Go, talk to Maxctus. 
The War has given him all his Pride could hope for, 
To ſee Rome's Senate humbled at his Feet: 
He now may wiſh to reign in Peace at Autium, 
And thou, perhaps, art come an Envoy from him, 
To learn if I ſhall prove a quiet Subject. 
GALESUS, | | 
Thro? this e Opening of thy Soul, 0 
I ſee what ſtings thee—Ah! beware of Envy! 
If that pale Fury ſeize thee, thou art loſt! 
TuLLvs, tis eaſter far, from the clear mon. 
To keep out treacherous Vice, than to expel it. 
Farewel. Remember I have done my Duty. 
[ Goes out. 
Tv1iLvs, alone. 
This Mandiſcerns my Heart Well: What of that ? 
Am] afraid its Movements ſhould be ſeen? | 
I, whoſe clear Thoughts have never rſhunn'dthe Light, 
D 4 Muſt 


AO CORRS OL. AND:;S. 
; Muſt I now ſeek to hide them ? O Misfortune ! 4 

To have reduc'd myſelf to ſuch a State, ( 

So much beneath the Greatneſs of my Soul, 

That, like a Coward, I muſt learn to practiſe 

The wretched Arts of vile Diffimulation ! 

By Heaven I will not do 't will not ſtoop 

To veil my Diſcontent a Moment longer. 

But ſee! my Rival comes, the happy Marc1vs, 

His haughty Mien, his very Looks, affront me. 


SOD Sen dee eee 
SCENE III. 


CorioLanus, TuLlLvus. 


CoRIOLANUS. 
TovLLvs, I have receiv'd Intelligence, 
That a ſtrong Body of the Latin Troops 
Is in full March to raiſe the Siege of Rome. 
Another Day will bring them to its Aid. 
But go thou forth, and lead the valiant Bands, 
By thee commanded, to repel theſe Succours. 
Go, and cut off from Rome its laſt Reſource. 
TvuLLvs. 
T lead my Troops, from the great Scene of Action, 
From falling Rome, which, ere To-morrow's Sun 
Shall ſet, may be our Prey! Sure you forget 
My Rank and Station diſdain the Service: 
Give it to ſome you may command. For me, 
I own no Maſter but the Volſcian States. 
Rome is my Object. I from Antium brought 
The nobleſt Army ever ſhook her Walls. 
And ſhall I now, on that deciſive Day, 
Doom'd by the Gods to lay her Pride in Aſhes, 
Shall I be e from the glorious Work ? 
It is the higheſt Outrage even to think it, — 
Juſt Gods! Doſt thou preſume. to give thy Orders 
To me? to me! thy Equal in Command? 
Nay, thy Superior? Was it not my Hand, 
My laviſh Hand, beſtow d thy Power upon thee ? . 
An 
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Can at his N reſume it. 

CoRIOLANUS. | 
I propos'd 
This Expedition to othee as thy Friend, 


Not as thy General, Tu..us. We are both 
Commanders here; and for my Share of Pow'r, 


Whene'er the Council of the Lolſcian States, 
Who cloath'd me with it, ſhall again demand it, 
I at their Feet will lay it down, perſuaded, 


The canker*d Tongue of Envy's Self muſt own, 
That by my Service J have well deſerv'd it. 


Turku, 
Was it to Them, or Me, you hither came 
To crave Protection? Was not then your Fortune, 
Your Liberty, your Lite, at my Diſpoſal ? 
I rais'd you from the Duſt, a wretched Exile, 
An Outcaſt, helpleſs, friendleſs, driven to beg 
The loweſt Refuge which Deſpair can ſeek, 
Shelter amidſt thy Foes. My pitying Goodneſs 
Protected, truſted, and believ'd you grateful. 
O ill- plac'd Confidence! — 
CORIOLANUS. | 

Immortal Gods! 

Hear I theſe Words from TuLLvs ! 


TVvVLLUS; 


Is thy Return ? Pride ; ; Self- ſufficiency; 
Councils apart from mine; deſpotic Orders; 
The Glory of the War all pilfer? d from me : 
And, to complete the Whole, a Latin Army 
Now coryur*d up to draw me from the Siege; 
Till by cajoling our tame Chiefs, and dazling 
The ſenſeleſs Eyes of the low Mob of Soldiers, 
Thou ſhalt be ſolely ſeated in the Power 


Which, thank my Folly ! now is ſhar'd betwixt us. 


CORIOLANUS. 
O Indignation ! — Down thou ſwelling Heart — 
I will be calm! will. Thou doſt accuſe me 
Of the worſt Vice that can debaſe Mankind, 


GCORLOANUS. a 
And know, proud Roman, that the Man who me it, 


W hat for all this 
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42 CORIOLANUS. 


Of black Ingratitude. On what Foundations: 2 

What have I dong to merit ſuch a Charge? 

Is it my Fault, if in the Volſcian Army 

My Name is as rever'd and great as thine ? 

Can I forbid Authority, and Fame, 

To follow Merit and Succeſs ?—You knew (known, 

The Man whom you employ'd, and ſhould have 

He would not be a Cypher in Employment. 
TuLLvus. 

Think'ſt thou my Heart can better brook than thine 

To be that Cypher! that diſhonour'd Tool ! 


Subſervient to th' Ambition of another? 


Gods! 1 had rather live a drudging Peaſant, 
Unknown to Glory, in ſome Alpine Village ; * 
Than, at the Head of theſe victorious Legions, 
Bear the high Name of Chief, without the Power, 
No, Manxcvs, no. I Will command indeed: 
And thou ſhalt learn, with all the Volſcian Army, 


Too treat their General with Reſpect. 


CORIOLANUS, 
Reſpect ! 

O TuLLus! TurLus! by the Powers divine! 

I bore thee once Reſpect, as high as Man 

Can ſhew to Man. From thee, my Foe, my Rival, 
I nor diſdain'd nor fear*d to ask Protection. 


Lou gave me all I ask'd, you gave me more, 


With noble Warmth of Heart | which, to Eſteem, 


Added the Ties of Gratitude, and F riendſhip, 


Whatever ſince, in Council, or in Arms, 
Has been by me atchiev'd, was done for thee. 
My Glory all was thine. The Palms I gain'd 
Only compos'd a Garland for his Brow, 


Who rais'd this baniſh'd Man to tread on Rome. 


TvuLLvus. 
To tread on him who rais?d him—That, I know, 
Is thy ambitious Purpoſe ; but be certain, 
However Rome may bend beneath thy Fortune, 
Thou ſhalt not find an eaſy Conqueſt noe” a 
2 O- 
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CORIOLANUS 43 
| CoRIOLANUS, 
May Fove with Lightning ſtrike me to the ane F 
If Cs the Day I ſaw thy Face at Antium, 
My Heart has ever form'd one ſecret Thought 
To hurt thy Honour, or depreſs thy Greatneſs ; 
] was thy Friend, thy Soldier, and thy Servant. | : 
But now I will as openly avow, TM 
Thy Jealouſy has, with envenom'd Breath, 
Made ſuch a ſudden Ravage in our F iendihip, 
know not what to think. 
TvoLLvs. 
Think me thy Foe, 
There is no laſting Friendſhip with the Proud 
CORIOLANUS. 
Nor with the Jealous But of this enough. 
Come, let us turn our Fire a nobler Way : 
We have a worthier Quarrel to purſue, ——— 
It were unjuſt, diſhonourable, baſe, 
Our Pride ſhould hurt the Volſcian Cauſe, 
TuLLvus. 
1 8 No, Marcivs. 
mean to guard it better for the future: 
The Volſcian Cauſe is ſafeſt with a Volſcian. 
| therefore claim, inſiſt upon my Right; 
That you ſhall yield me my Command in Turn. 
The firft Attack was yours: *Tis ſcanty Juſtice, 
The ſecond ſhould be mine. | 
CoORIOLANUS. 
TvLLvs, *tis yours. 
O it imports not which of us command 
Give me the loweſt Rank among your Troops: 
All Italy will know, the Voice of, Fame 
Will tel all future Times, that I was preſent; 
That CortoLanus in the Volſcian Army 
Aſſiſted, when Imperial Rome was ſack d; 
That City which, while he maintain'd her Cauſe, 
Invincible herſelf, made Antium tremble. 
"TV LEO ; | 
What arrogant Preſumption ! TvLLvs, 
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SCENE IV. 
To them Vol us ius, entering haſtily. 


TuLLUS. | 
Hal VorLvusvs, 
Thy Looks declare ſome Meſſage of Importance, 
VoLvusIvus. 
TuLLus, they do — ] was to find thee, Max cvs, 
To thee a ſecond Deputation comes, 
Thy Mother, and thy Wife, with a long Train 
Of all the nobleſt Ladies Rome can boaſt, 
In mourning Habits clad, approach our Camp, 
Preceded by a Herald, to demand 
Another Audience of Thee. 
CORIOLANUS. | 
How, VoLuzvs! 
Said you, the Roman Ladies ! Low, indeed, 
Muſt be the State of Rome, when thus her Matrons 


She ſends amidſt the Tumults of a Camp, 


To beg Protection for the Men, who lie 


Trembling behind their Ramparts — Come ! once | 


more | 


And ſee me put an End to Prayers and Treaty! 


CISGSEERCNCSHSG0I0609999 
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1 Vorustrus. 


Volusfus. 


ToLLUs, *tis well. This anſwers to my Wiſhes. 


TuLLUS: 
How ? What is well ? That humbled Rome once 
more 
Shall deck him with the Tr of our Arms x 
| o- 
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V oLUs1vUs. 

And hop*ſt thou nothing from this bleſt Eat 4 

They who have often blaſted mighty Heroes, 

Who oft have ſtoln into the firmeſt Hearts, 


And melted them to Folly ; They, my Friend, 


Will do what Wiſdom never could effect. 
TuLLvus. 

Think*ſtthou the Prayers and Tears of wailing Women 

Can ſhake the Man, who with ſuch cold Diſdain 

Stood firm againſt thoſe venerable Conſuls, 

And ſpurn'd the Genius of his kneeling Country ? 
VoLvusivs. 

It was his Pride alone that made him ours. 

That Paſſion kept him firm ; the flattering Charm 

Of humbling thoſe, who in their Perſons bore . 

The whole collected Majeſty of Rome. 

Theſe Women are no proper Objects for it: 

He cannot triumph o'er his Wife and Mother. 

On this my Hopes are founded, that theſe Women 


May by their gentler Influence ſubdue him. 


TuLLvus. 
Whate'er th' Event, he ſhall no longer Iris | 
As wave his Paſſions, dictate Peace, or War. 
Whether his ſtubborn Soul maintains its Firmneſs, 
Or yields to Female Prayers, the Volſcian Honour 
Will be alike betray d. If Rome prevails, 
He ſtops our conquering Arms from her Deſtruction ; 
If he rejects her Suit, he reigns our Tyrant. 
But, by th* Immortal Gods] his ſhort-liv'd Empire 
Shall never ſee yon radiant Sun deſcend. 
Vot ost 
Bleſt bs thoſe Gods that have at laſt inſpir'd thee 
With Reſolution equal to thy Cauſe, 
THE Cauſe of Liberty! 
„ rr 
Be ſure, Vol os lus, 
If that ſhould happen which thy Hopes portend ; 
Should he, by Nature tam'd, diſarm! d by Love, 
Reſpite 
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Reſpite the Roman Doom He ſeals his own : 
By Heaven! he dies. 
 VorLvsivs. 
Let me embrace thee, TorLus ! 
Now breaking from the Cloud, which, like the Sun, 
Thy own too bounteous Beams haddrawn around thee. 
TuLLus. 
You was deceiv'd, my Friend. When I with 
Tamenels, 
With Tameneſs which aſtoniſh'd thy brave Spirit, 
Seem'd to ſubmit to that unequal Sway 
He arrogated o'er me ; know, my Heart 
Ne'er ſwell'd ſo high as in that cruel Moment. 
My Indignation, like th' impriſon'd Fire 
Pent in the troubled Breaſt of glowing #tna, 
Burnt deep and filent : But, collected now, 
It ſhall beneath its Fury bury Marcos ! 
"Tis fixt. Our Tyrant dies. 
VoLus1vus. , 
TvuLLUs, my Sword 
Here claims to be employ'd. — Nor mine alone — 
There are ſome worthy Volſci ſtill remaining, 
Who think with us, and pine beneath the Laurels 
A Roman Chief beſtows. 
To LL us. 
| Go, find them ſtrait, 
And with them to the Space before his Tear ; 
Tis there he will receive this Deputation. 
Then if he ſinks beneath theſe Womens Prayers — 
Or if he does not — But, Vorvusvs, wait, 
I give thee ſtricteſt Charge to wait my Signal. 
Perhaps I may find Means to free the Volſci 
Without his Blood. If not — We will be free. 


The End of the Feurth ACT. 
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Ti rumpets ſounding. 


The Scene diſcovers the Camp, a Croud of 
Volſcian Officers with Files of Soldiers, 
drawn up as before. Enter CortoLanus, 
TuLLus, GaLEsUs, VoLusius. ' The 
Roman Ladies advance lowly from the 
Depth of the Stage, with VETURIA the 
Mother of CorioLanus, and VOLUMNIA' 

bis Wife, at their Head, all clad in Ha- 
bits of Mourning. . CortoLanus fands 
at the Head of the Volſci, ſurrounded by 
his Lictors; but, when he perceives his 
Mother and Wife, after fome Struggle, he 
W and goes baſtily to embrace them. 


CoRIOLANUS advancing. 
OWER your Faſces, Lictors 
* VETURIA | 


Thou beſt of Parents ! 
V ETURIA. 
CortoLanus, flop. 
Whom am I to embrace? A Son, or Foe? 
Say, in what Light am I regarded here 3 
Thy Mother, or thy Ee 


CoRIOLANUS. 


— * 
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CorloLanus. 
Juſtly, Madam, 
You check my Fondneſs, chat, by Nature hurry'd, 
Forgot I was the General of the Volſci, 
And you a Deputy from hoſtile Rome. | 
[He goes back to his former Station. 


I hear you with Reſpect. Speak your Commiſſion. 


VETUR1A. | 
Think not I come a Deputy from Rome. 
Rome, once rejected, ſcorns a Second Suit. 
You have already heard whate' er the Tongue 
Of Eloquence can plead, whate'er the Wiſdom 
Of ſacred Age, the Dignity of Senates, 
And Virtue, can enforce. Behold me here, 
Sent by the Shades of your immortal Fathers, 
Sent by the Genius of the Marcian Line, 
Commiſſion'd by my own maternal Heart, 
To try the ſoft, yet ſtronger Powers of Nature. 
Thus authoriz'd, I aſk, nay, claim a Peace, 
On equal, fair, and honourable Terms, 
To Thee, to Rome, and to the Volſcian People. 
Grant it, my Son! Thy Mother begs it of thee, 
Thy Wife, the beſt, the kindeſt of her Sex, 
And theſe illuſtrious Matrons, who have ſooth'd 
The gloomy Hours thou haſt been abſent from us. 
We, by whate'er is great and good in Nature, 
By every Duty, by the Gods, conjure Thee ! 
To grant us Peace, and turn on other Foes 
Thy Arms, where thou may*ſt purchaſe virtuous 
Glory. 
CORIOLANUS. 
T ſhould, VETURIA, break thoſe holy Bonds 
That hold the wide Republic of Mankind, 
Society, together; I ſhould grow 
A Wretch, unworthy to be call'd thy Son; 
I ſhould, with my VoLumNi1a's fair Eſteem, 
Forfeit her Love; theſe Matrons would deſpiſe me 
Could I ny the Volſcian Cauſe, thus truſted, 0 
us 
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Thus recommended to me No, my Mother, 
You cannot ſure, you cannot aſł it of me! 
VETURIA. 

And does my Son ſo little know me? me] 

Who took ſuch Care to form his tender Y ears, 

Left to my Conduct by his dying Father? 

Have I ſo ill deſerv'd that Truſt? Alas! 

Am I ſo low in thy Eſteem, that thou 

Should*ſt e*er imagine I could urge a'Part 

Which in the leaſt might ſtain the Marci2n Honour? 

No, let me periſh rather! periſh All! | 

Life has no Charms compar'd to ſpotleſs Glory! 

[ only aſk, thou would'ſt forbid thy Troops 

To waſte our Lands, and to aſſault yon City, 

Till Time be given for mild and righteous Meaſures. 

GrantusbutOneYear'sTruce: Mean while thou may'ſt, 

With Honour and Advantage to both Nations, 

Betwixt us mediate a perpetual Peace. 
CORIOLANUS. 

Alas! my Mother, ! That were granting all. 

VETURIA. 

Canſt thou refuſe me ſuch a juſt Petition, 

The Firſt Requeſt thy Mother ever made Thee? 

Canſt thou to her Intreaties, Prayers, and Tears, 

Prefer a ſavage obſtinate Revenge? 

Have Love and Nature loſt all Power within thee ? 
CoRIOLANUS. 

No,— in my Heart they reign as ſtrong as ever. 

Come, I conjure you, quit ungrateful Rome, 

Come, and complete my Happineſs at Antium, 

You, and my dear VoLuMnia— There, VeTuRr1a, 

There ſhall you ſee with what Reſpect the Yol/ci 


Will treat the Wife and Mother of their General. 


„ 
Treat me thyſelf with more Reſpect, my Son; 
Nor dare to ſhock my Ears with ſuch Propoſals. 
Shall I deſert my Country, I who come 


To plead her Cauſe ? Ah nol— A Grave in Rome 
E | Would 
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Would better pleaſe me, than a Throne at Antium. 

Ho haſt thou thus forſaken all my Precepts ? 

How haſt thou thus forgot thy Love to Rome? 

O CortroLanus, when with hoſtile Arms, 

With Fire and Sword, you enter'd on our Borders, 

Did not the foſtering Air, that breathes around us, 

Allay thy guilty Fury, and inftil 

A certain native Sweetneſs thro* thy Soul? 

Did not your Heart thus murmur to itſelf ? * 

„ Theſe Walls contain whatever can command 

e Reſpect from Virtue, or is dear to Nature, 

«© The Monuments of Piety and Valour, 

The ſculptur'd Forms, the Trophies of my Fathers. 

My houſhold Gods, my Mother, Wife and Chi!l- 

| 4% dren!” | 

CorltoLANUS. 

Ah! you ſeduce me with too tender Views !— 

Theſe Walls contain the moſt corrupt of Men, 

A baſe ſeditious Herd; who trample Order, 

Diſtinction, Juſtice, Laws, beneath their Feet, 

Inſolent Foes to Worth, the Foes of Virtue! 

|  VeTuria. 

Thou haſt not thence a Right to lift thy Hand 

Againſt the whole Community, which forms 

Thy ever-ſacred Country That conſiſts 

Not of coeval Citizens alone: 

It knows no Bounds; it has a Retroſpect 

To Ages paſt; it looks on thoſe to come; 

And graſps of all the general Worth and Virtue. 

Suppoſe, my Son, that I to thee had been 

A harſh obdurate Parent, even unjuſt : | 

How would the monſtrous Thought with Horror 
{trike thee, | 

Of plunging, from Revenge, thy raging Steel 

Into her Breaſt, who nurs'd thy infant Years |— 

Fo 
Rome is no more! that Rome which nurs'd my Youth; 
That Rome, conducted by Patrician Virtue, | 
1 | 9 
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She is no more! My Sword ſhall now chaſtiſe 
Theſe Sons of Pride and Dirt! Her upſtart Tyrants? 
Who have debas'd the nobleſt State on Earth 
Into a ſordid Democratic Faction. 
Why will my Mother join her Cauſe to theirs? 
VETVURAA. 
Forbid it, Fove! that I ſhould e er dfinguith - 
My Intereſt from the general Cauſe of Rome; 
Or live to ſee a foreign hoſtile Arm 
Reform th*Abuſes of our Land of Freedom. 
[Paufag. 
But *tis in vain, -I find, to reaſon more. 
Is there no way to reach thy filial Heart, 
Once fam'd as much for Piety as Courage? 
Ott haſt thou juſtly triumph*d, Cox io Ax us; 
Now yield one Triumph to thy widow'd Mother; 
And ſend me back amidſt the loud Acclaims, 
The grateful Franſports of deliver'd Rome, 
The happieſt far, the moſt renown*d of Women! 
CoRToLAN us. 
Why, why, VETUuRIa, wilt thou plead in vain? | 
[TvLLus. Afide to VoLusrvs, 
See, ſee, Vol usius, how the ſtrong Emotions 
Of powerful Nature ſhake his inmoſt Soul! 
See how they tear him.—If he long reſiſts them, 
He is a God, or ſomething worſe than Man. 
VrTVURIA. TH 
OMarcivs, Marcivs! canſt thou treat me thus? 
Canſt thou complain of Rome's Ingratitude, - 
Yet be to me ſo cruelly ungrateful? | 
To me! who anxious rear*d thy Youth to Glory? I 
Whoſe only Joy, theſe many Years, has been, 
To boaſt that Cox ioL Ax us was my Son? 
And doſt thou then renounce me for thy Mother ? 
Spurn me before theſe Chiefs, before thoſe Soldiers, 
That weep thy ſtubborn Cruelty ? * Art thou 
| RR E 2 | The 
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The hardeſt Man to me in this Aſſembly? 


Look at me! Speak! 
[ Paufing, during which he appears 


in great Agitation. 

Still doſt-thou turn away ? 

Inexorable ? ? Silent? Then, behold me, 

Behold thy Mother, at whoſe Feet thou oft 

Haſt Knee d with Fondneſs, kneeling now at thine, 

Wetting thy ſtern Tribunal with her Tears. 
—__CorioLanus. [ Raiſes ber. 

VzTUR1A, riſe, I cannot ſee Thee thus. 

It is a Sight uncomely, to behold 

My Mother at my Feet, and that to urge 

A Suit, relentleſs Honour muſt refuſe. | 

VoLUMNIA. [ Advancing. 

Since, Cortotanus, thou doſt ſtill retain, 

In ſpite of all thy Mother now has pleaded, 

Thy dreadful Purpoſe, Ah! how much in vain 

Were it for me to join my Supplications ! 

The Voice of thy VoLumMNta, once fo pleaſing 

How ſhall it hope to touch the Husband's Heart, 

When proof againſt the Tears of ſuch a Parent? 

I dare not urge' what to thy Mother thou 

So firmly haſt deny*d But I muſt weep—— 

Muſt weep, if not thy harſh Severity, 

At leaſt thy Situation. O permit me, 


[Taking bis Hand. | 


o ſhed my guſhing Tears upon thy Hand! 


To preſs it with the cordial Lips of Love 
And take my laſt Farewel ! 


Cox IloLAxus. 
Yet, yet, my Soul, 


Be firm, and perſevere— 
VoLUMNIA, 


Ah Cor1oranus! 
15 then this Hand, this Hand to me devoted, 


The Pledge of Nuptial Love, that has ſo long 


Pro- 


Protec 
Now 1! 
And, 
Beneat 
But. O 
What 

Surmo 
And y 
Oh m: 


Are a 


I cann 


We 
Upon 
But te 
Whet 
What 
Unco 


What 


C.O.R-1-0:L-A-N+U+S:; 52 
Protected, bleſs'd, and ſhelter'd us with Kindneſs, 
Now lifted up againſt us? Yet I love it, 

And, with ſubmiſſive Veneration, bow 
Beneath th' Affliction which it heaps upon us. 
But. O] what nobler Tranſports would it give thee ! 
What Joy beyond Expreſſion ! couldſt thou once 
Surmount the furious Storm of fierce Revenge, 
And yield thee to the Charms of Love and Mercy. 
Oh make the glorious Trial! 
"I CoRIOLANUS. 
Mother! Wife! | 
Are all the Powers of Nature leagu'd againſt me? 
I cannot !—will not Leave me, my VoLumnia! 
VoLUMNIA. | 
Well, I obey—How bitter thus to part! 
Upon ſuch Terms to part] perhaps for ever! 
But tell me, ere I hence unroot my Feet, 
When to my lonely Home I ſhall return, 
What from their Father, to our little Slaves, | 
Unconſcious of the Shame to which you doom them, 
What ſhall I ay ? | 
a Pauſing; He highly agitated. 
Nay - tell me, Cortor.anus! 
| CoRIOLANUS. 5 
Tell thee! What ſhall I tell thee ? See theſe Tears! 
Theſe Tears will tell thee what exceeds the Power 
Of Words to ſpeak, whate'er the Son, the Husband, 
And Father, in one complicated Pang, 
Can feel—But leave me ;—even in Pity leave me ! 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, to torture me, my dear VolUMNIA! 
You only tear my Heart ; but cannot ſhake it : 
For by th' immortal Gods, the dread Avengers 
Of broken Faith !—— 
VorluMNIA.  [RKneeling. 
| Oh {ſwear not, CorioLAanus! 
Oh vow not our Deſtruction ! NE 


g _ - Veruria, 


x 


Well! — 
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VETVU RIA. 
| Daughter, riſe, 
Let us no more before the Volſian People 
Expoſe ourſelves a Spectacle of Shame. 
It is in vain we try to melt a Breaſt, . 
That, to the beſt Affections Nature gives us, 
Prefers the worſt—Hear me, proud Man! I have 
A Heart as ſtout as thine. I came not hither, 
To be ſent back rejected, baffled, ſham'd, 
Hateful to Rome, - becauſe I am Thy Mother: 
A Roman Matron knows, in ſuch Extremes, 
What Part to take—And thus I came provided. 
[Drawing from under her Robe a Dagger. 
Go! barbarous Son! go! double Parricide! 
Ruſh o'er my Corſe to thy belov'd Revenge 
Tread on the bleeding Breaſt of her, to whom 
Thou ow'ſt thy Life !—Lo, thy firſt Victim 
CokloLAxus. 1b Seixing her Hang, 
al. | 


What doſt thou mean ? 
Are 
. To die, while Rome is free, 
To ſeize the Moment ere thou art her Tyrant, 
: CORIOLANUS. | 
O uſe thy Power more juſtly ! Set not thus 
My treacherous Heart in Arms againſt my Reaſon. 
Here! here! thy Dagger will be well employ'd; 
Strike here! and reconcile my fighting Duties. 


VETURIA. 


Off et me free !—Think'ſt thou that Graſp, which »Tis 
f ain * „ But 
My feeble Hand, can fetter too my Will ? Ich 
No, my proud Son! Thou canſt not make me live, My 
If Rome mult fall No Pow'r on Earth can do it! Bef 

__* CORIQLANDS. | His 


Pity me, generous Vorsei !—You are Men— 
Muſt it then be ?—Confuſion Do I yield? 
What is it? Is it Weakneſs ? Is it Virtue ? — 5 

. 8 
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'VETURIA. 
What? Speak | 
| CORIOLANUS. 


O, no!—my ſtifled Words refuſe, 
A Paſſage to the Throes that wring my Heart. 
VETURIA. | 
"Naw © thou yieldeſt, yield like Cox1oLanvus ; 
And what thou do'ſt, do nobly! 
7 Corntotanys. [Quitting ber Hand. 
There !—*Tis done !— 
Thine is the Triumph, Nature! [To VRETVURIA in 
a low Tone of Voice. 
Ah VeTvria! 
Rome by Fg Aid i is ſav*d—but thy Son loſt. 
VE TURIA. 
He never can be loſt, who ſaves his Country. 
Cox lol AN us. [Turning to the Roman Ladies. 
Ye Matrons, Guardians of the Roman Safety,. 
You to the Senate may report this Anſwer. 
We grant the Truce you ask. But on theſe Terms: 
That Rome, mean-time, ſhall to a Peace agree, 
Fair, equal, juſt, and ſuch as may ſecure _ 
The Safety, Rights, and Honour of the Vorscr. 
| [To the Troops. 
vorsci, We * the Siege. Go, and prepare, 
By the firſt Dawn, for your Return to Antium. 
[ As the Troops retire, and CORIOLANUS 
turns to the Roman Ladies; 
 TuLLus. . [To Vorustus aſide. 
*Tis as we wiſh'd, Vol us ius To your Station. 
But mark me well Till thou ſhalt hear my Call, 
I charge thee not to ſtir. One Offer more 
My Honour bids me make to this proud Man, 
Before we ſtrike the Blow If he rejects it, 
His genes be on his Head. 
Vorvus1vs. 
Well! I obey you. 
: Cie goes out. 
8 Cor 10- 
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] PTT 
Be it thy Care, Galeſus, that a Safeguard 
Attend theſe noble Matrons back to Rome. 
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CoRloLlANUuSs. TulLus. 


CORIOLANUS, 
I babe, TvLLvs, by your Looks diſcern 
You diſapprove my Conduct. 
Tol bvs. 
Calus Marcivs, 
I mean not to aſail thee with the Clamour 
Of loud Reproaches, and the War of Words; 
But, Pride apart, and all that can pervert - 
The Light of ſteady Reaſon, here to make 
A candid fair Propoſal 
CORIOLANUS. | 
| Speak. I hear thee. 
S r | 
I need not tell thee, that I have perform'd 


My utmoſt Promiſe. Thou haſt been protected; 


Haſt had thy ampleſt, moſt ambitious With : 

Thy wounded Pride is heal'd, thy dear Revenge 

4 ſated; and, to crown thy Fortune, 

At the ſame time, thy Peace with Rome reſtot d. 

Thou art no more a Volſcian, but a Roman. 

Return, return; thy Duty calls upon thee, 

Still to protect the City thou haſt ſav'd: 

It ſtill may be in Danger from our Arms. 
CoRIOLANUS. 

Inſolent Man! Is this thy fair Propoſal? 

TuLLvus, 
Be patient — Hear me ſpeak —— I have already 


From 
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From Rome protected thee ; now from the Volici, 
From their juſt Vengeance, 1 will ſtill protect Thee. 
Retire. I will take care thou may'ſt with Safety. 
CORIOLANUS. | 
With Safety ! — Heav'ns! — And think®ſt thou 
| CorloLAanus | 
Will ſtoop to thee for Safety ? No! my e 
Is in myſelf, a Boſom void of Blame, 
And the Great Gods, Protectors of the Juſt. 
O 'tis an Act of Cowardice and Baſeneſs, 
To ſeize the very Time my Hands are fetter 4. 
By the ſtrong Chain of former Obligations, 
The ſafe ſure Moment to inſult me. Gods! 
Were I now free, as on that Day I was, 
When at Corioli I tam'd thy Pride, 
This had not been. 
TuLLUs. | 
Thou ſpeak'ſt the Truth: It had not. 
Ofor that Time again Propitious Gods, 
If you will bleſs me, grant it! — Know, for Thar, | 
For that dear Purpoſe, I have now propos'd 
Thou ſhould*ſt return. I pray thee, Marcius, do it! 
And we ſhall meet again on nobler Terms. | 
| CoR1oLANUS. | | 
When to the Volſci J have clear'd my Faith, a 
Doubt not I ſhall find Means to meet thee nobly. EE 
We then our generous Quarrel may decide 
In the bright Front of ſome embattel'd Field, 
And not in private Brawls, like fierce Barkexidik. 
TuLLwvs.. 
Thou cankt not hope Acquittal from the Yolſci. — 
CORIOLANUS. 
do: — Nay more, expect their Approbation, | 
Their Thanks! 1 will —— them ſuch a Peace 
As thou durſt never aſk ; a perfect Union 
Of their whole Nation with imperial Rome 


In 


" vi, 


58 CORIOLANUS. 

To all her Privileges, all her Rights. | 

By the juſt Gods, I will ! What would'ſt thou more? 

TurLvus. 
What would I more! Proud Roman ; This I would ; 
Fire the curſt Foreſt where theſe Roman Wolves 
Haunt _ infeſt their nobler Neighbours round 
them; 

Extirpate from the Boſom of this Land, 

A falſe perfidious People, who, beneath 

The Maſk of Freedom, are a Combination 
Againſt the Liberty of Human-kind, 

The genuine Seed of Outlaws and of Robbers. 

CORIOLANUS. 

The Seed of Gods "T's not for thee, vain 
a Boaſter 

Tis not for ſuch as Thou, fo often ſpar' d 

By her victorious Sword, to talk of Rome, 

But with Reſpect and awful Veneration. 
Whate*er her Blots, whate' er her giddy F e 
There is more Virtue in one ſingle Year 
Of Roman Story, than your Volſcian Annals 

Can boaſt thro? all your creeping dark Duration! 


TuLLvs, | 
T thank thy Rage. This full diſplays the Traitor. 
CoRIOLANUS. 
flak Ss" 
TuLLvus. 


| Firſt, to thy own e Traitor! 
| | And Traitor, now, to mine ! 
CORIOLANUS, 
Ye heavenly Powers! 
| I ſhall IS looſe— My Rage — But let us part — 
Left my raſh Hand ſhould do a haſty Deed 


My cooler Thought forbids. 


TuLLus. 


Begone Return 


'S o head the Roman Troops, [ gran thee Quittance 
Full 


Whe 


CORIOLANUS. 59 
Full and complete of all thoſe Obligations 
Thou haſt ſo oft inſultingly complain'd 5 
Fetter'd thy Hands. They now are free. I court 
The worſt thy Sword can do; whilſt thou from me 
Haſt nothing to ex 8 but ſore Deſtruction. 


Quit then this hoſtile Camp. Once more I tell thee, 
| Thou art not here one ſingle Hour in Safety. 
| e ANTS. 
Think ſt thou to fright me hence ? 1 
TvLLvus. 


Thou wilt not then? 

Thou wilt not wha the Safety which I offer ? 
CoRIOLANUS. 

Till J have clear'd my Honour in your Council, 
And prov'd before them all, to thy Confuſion, 
The Falſhood of thy Charge ; as ſoon in Battle 
I would before — fly, and howl for Mercy, 
As quit the Station they have here aſſign'd me. 
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| Turrus. 1 f 
Volufius ! Hoa! 1 
SCENE II. Fl 
7 o them Voluſius, and Conſpirators, with their 
| Swords drawn. : 

Seize, and ſecure the Traitor ! 

CorioLAnus. 

[Laying bis Hand upon 4¹¹ Sward. 
Who dares * me, dies! 


Vo⸗ 


© CORIOLANUS. 


_ Vorvvs. 


drawn his Sword. 
CORIOLANUS. 


25 alling. 


Wo. ee SCENE iv. 


Soldiers. 


GALESUS, 


abs we a 3 rubd by 1 or Fury? 


The noble Makcius gain! 
TuLLvs. 


You ſee a Traitor 
Puniſh'd as he deſerv'd, the Roman Yoke 


That thralPd us broken, and the * free! 


Die thou! 


[ As Coriolanus dratus bis Sword, 
Voluſius and the Conſpirators 
ruſh upon and flab him. Tul- 
' tus Handi by without having 


[Endeavouring to free bim ſelf. 
Off —Villans! ! 


Oh eee s Slaves ! e "peers 
LN A . . N Aa Ih ies. 
7 ol * — — tA nm CU Fro h rt a) ( 4 
aas dee cite, 


M [Upon the Noiſe of the 7 una, enter haſtih 
to them Galeſus, the other Deputies of the 
Volſcian States, Officers Friends of Corio- 
lanus, and Titus with à large Band of 


[As be enters, 


How ! Whence this Tumult ?— [ Pauſing. 
Gods! what do I ſee? 


GaALE- 


Hear r 
Of Fri 
By tha 
Reekit 


This 11 


This < 
Shall f 


CORIOLANUS. 67 
GALESUS. 
Hear me, great FJovel Hear, all you injur'd Powers 
Of Friendſhip, Hoſpitality, and Faith ! 
By that heroic Blood, which from the Ground 
Reeking to you for Vengeance cries, I ſwear! 
This impious Breach: of your eternal Laws, 
This daring Outrage on the Volſcian Honour, 
Shall find in me a rigorous Avenger | 
On the ſame Earth, polluted by their Crime, 
I will not live with theſe unpuniſh'd Ruffians ! 
TvuLLvus. 
This Deed is mine: I claim it all !—Theſe Men, 
Theſe valiant Men, were but my Inſtruments, 
To puniſh him who to our Face betray*d us. 
We ſhall not fear to anſwer to the Volſci, 
In a full Council of their States at Antium, 
The glorious Charge of having ſtabb'd their Foun 
GALESUS. 


TiTvs, till then ſecure them. 


- [Tullus and ** 
are led off. 


[Galeſus, fanding over the 
Body of Coriolanus, after 
a ſhort Pauſe, proceeds. 


Valſcian Fathers, 
And ye, brave Soldiers, ſee an awful Scene, 


Demanding ſerious ſolemn Meditation. 

This Man was once the Glory of his Age, 
Diſintereſted, juſt, with every Virtue 

Of civil Life adorn'd, in Arms unequall'd. 

His only Blot was this; T hat, much provok'd, 

He rais*d his vengeful Arm againſt his Country. 
And, lo! the righteous Gods have now chaſtis'd him, 
Even by the Hands of thoſe for whom he fought. 


Whatever private Views and Paſſions plead, 
No Cauſe can * ſo black a Deed: 


3 | Theſe, 


2 2 CG oy 6-2. ag 
| OVA HAR. \ fl, 


6&2 CORIOLANUS. 
Theſe, when the angry Tempeſt clouds the Soul, 


May darken Reaſon, and her Courſe controut 
But when the Proſpect clears, her ſtartled Eye 


Muſt from the — Gulph with Horror fly, 


On whoſe wild Wave, by ſtormy Paſſions toſt, 
So many hapleſs Wretches have been loſt. 

Then be this Truth the Star by which we ſteer; 
Above Ourſelves our CouxrRY ſhould be dear. 


Nv 


SE Wt 


The E IN D. 


WE 
7 
And t. 
8 uperi 


When 


With 
And, 
Can tt 


If an 
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SPOKE N BY 
Mrs. WOFFINGTON. 


ELL! Gentlemen ! and are you ftill ſo vain 
To treat our Sex with arrogant Diſdain, 
And think, to you alone by partial Heav'n 

. 8 
Superior Senſe and ſovereign Pow'r are given, 
| When in the Story told To-night, you find, 
With what a boundleſs Sway we rule the Mind, 
And, by a few ſoft Words of ours, with Eaſe, 
Can turn the proudeſt Hearts juſt where we pleaſe ? 
If an old Mother had ſuch pow'rful Charms, — 
To flop a ſtubborn Roman's conquering Arms, — 
Soldiers and Stateſmen of theſe Days, with you 
What think you wou'd a fair young Miſireſs do? 
If with my grave Diſcourſe, and wrinkled Face, 
I thus could bring a Hero to Diſgrace, 
How abſolutely may 1 hope to reign 
Now I am turn'd to my own Shape again! \ 
However, I will uſe my Empire well; 
And, if I have a certain magic Spell 
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That you with Candour treat this Orphan Play. 


EPILOGUE 


Or in my Tongue, or Wit, or Shape, or Eyes, 


Which can ſubdue the Strong, and fool the Wa 2 
Be not alarm'd : I will not interfere 

In State-Afﬀairs, nor undertake to ſteer 

The Helm of Government, — as we are re told | 
Thoſe Female Politicians did of old: | 
Such dangerous Heights I never wifh'd to limb — 
| Thank Heav'n ! I bitter can employ my Time — 
Aſe you to what my Pow'r I ſhall apply? 

To make my Subjefs bleſt, is my Reply. © 

My Purpoſes are gracious all, and kind. 

Some may be told — and ſome may be divin'd : 
One, which at preſent I have moſt at Heart, 

To you without Reſerve I will impart: 

It is my Sovereign Will, — Hear, and obey, — 


ALFRE D. 


A 


MASQUE. 


— 


Si velimus cum priorum temporum neceſſitate certare, 
vincemur. Ingeniofior eſt enim ad excogitandum i- 
mulatio, Veritate; ſervitus, Libertate ; metus, Amo- 
re. Plin. Pan. Trajan. 


{Price One Shilling. ] 
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ALFRED: 
MASQUE. 


Repreſented before 


Their Royar HIGRHNESS ES 
THE 


PrINCE and Pamotite of WALES, b 


At CLIFFDEN, 


On the Flrſt of Auguſt, 1740. 


LONDO N: 


Printed for A. MIL L a, over-againſt St. Clement's 
Church in the Strand. M DCC XI. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


After the Danes had made tbemſelues maſters 
of Chippenham, the ftrongeft city in the 
Kingdom of Weſſex; Alfred was at once 
abandoned by all bis ſubjects. In this uni- 
verſal defeftion, that Monarch found him- 
ſelf obliged to retire into the little ifle of 
Athelney in Somerſetſhire; à place then 
rough with woods and of difficult acceſs. 
There, habited like a peaſant, be lived un- 
known, for ſome time, in a ſhepherd's cot- 
tage. He is ſuppoſed to be found in this 
retreat by the Earl of Devon; | whoſe 
caſtle, upon the river Tau, was then be- 
fieged by the Danes, 
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_ Perfons. 


ALrany Mr. Mr1iwarvD. 
ELTRUDA, Mrs. Ho RTO. 
HERMI Tr. Mr. Qu 1n. 
Earn of Devon. Mr. M1 1s. 
Con iu, a ſhepherd. Mr. SA LWAr. 
EunA, bis wife. Mrs. CLI VE. 

A Bard, Soldiers, Spirits. 


We SCENE repreſents a plain, furrmundet with 
woods, On one fide, a cottage - on the other, flocks 


and herds in diftant profpett. A Hermit's cave in 


full view, overhung with trees, wild and gratefque. 
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MASOUE. 


ACTA. SCENE I. 
COoRIN, EMMA. 

| E MMA. 
HEPHER D, tis he. Beneath yon aged oak, 

Y Allen the flowery turf he lays him down. 

| /CORIN, 

Soft: let us not diſturb him. Gentle Emma, 

Poor tho“ he be, unfriended and unknown, 

My pity waits with -reverence on his fortune. 

Modeſt of carriage, and of ſpeech moſt gracious, 

As if ſome ſaint or angel, in diſguiſe, 

Had grac'd our lowly cottage with his preſence, 

He ſteals, I know not how, into the heart, 

And makes it pant to ſerve him, Truſt me, Emma, 

He is no common man. | 


Em Az 


| 


EMMA. 
| Some lord, perhaps, 
Or valiant chief, that from our deadly foe, 
The haughty, cruel, unbelieving Dane, 
Seeks ſhelter here. | 
Corin, | 
And ſhelter he ſhall find. | 
1 Who loves his country is my friend and brother. | 
Behold him well. Fair manhood in its prime, | 
Even thro the homely ruſſet that conceals him, 
Shines forth, and proves him noble. Seeſt thou, EMMA, 
Yon weſtern clouds? The ſun they ftrive to hide, 
Yet darts his beam around. 


ALS > CEA " TIX 


EMMA. 
Your thought is mine: 
He is not what his preſent fortunes ſpeak him. 
But, ah! the raging foe is all around us: | 
We dare not keep him here, : 
CoRIN. 


Content thee, wife : 
This iſland i is of frength, Nature's own hand 
Hath planted round a deep defence of woods, 
The ſounding aſh, the mighty oak; each tree 
A ſheltering grove : and choak'd up all between 
With wild encumbrance of perplexing thorns, 
And horrid brakes. Beyond this woody verge, 
Two rivers broad and rapid hem us in. 
Along their channel ſpreads the gulphy pool, 
And trembling quagmire, whoſe deceitful. green 
Betrays the foot it tempts. One path alone 
Winds to this plain, ſo roughly difficult, 
This ſingle arm, poor ſhepherd as I am, 
Could well diſpute it with twice twenty Danes. 
EMMA, 
Vet * my nn on the ſtern decree 
3 Of 


AW.qaTyq nf. kd ww .v 


ALFRED. 
Of that proud foe ; ©* Who harbours or relieves 
« An Engliſh captain, dies the death of traitors : 
<« But who their haunts diſcovers, ſhall be fate, 
And rewarded,” 
| "" WU. _ 
Now, juſt heaven forbid, 
A Britiſh man ſhould ever count for gain, 
What villainy muſt earn, No : are we poor ? 
Be honefty our riches. Are we mean, 
And humbly born? The true heart makes us noble. 
Theſe hands can toil, can ſow the ground and reap, 
For thee and thy ſweet babes. Our daily labour 
Is daily wealth : it finds us bread and raiment, 
Could Daniſh gold give more? 
EMMA. | 
. Alas the while, 
That loyal faith is fled from hall and bower, 
To dwell with village-ſwains ! | 
CoRIN, 
Ah look! behold 1 
Where, like ſome goodly tree by wintry winds 
Torn from the roots and withering, our ſad Euolt 
* on the ground diffus'd. 
1 E M MA. 
I weep to foe i it. 
Co RIN. 
Thou haſt a heart ſweet pity loves to dwell in. 
Dry up thy tears; and lean on this juſt hope : 
If yet to do away his country's ſhame, \ 
To ſerve her bravely on ſome bleſt occaſion ; 
If for theſe ends this ſtranger ſought our cottage, 
The heavenly hoſts are hovering here unſeen, 
To watch and to protect him. But oh! when— 
My heart burns for it—ſhall I ſee the hour 
Of vengeance on thoſe Daniſd infidels, 
a B 5 
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10 ALFRED, 


That war with heaven and us? 
EMMA. 
Alas, my love! 
Theſe paſſions are not for the poor man's ſtate, 
To heaven and to the rulers of the land 
Leaveſuch ambitious thoughts, Bewarn'd, my CoRiv : 
And think our little all depends on thee, - 


SONG. 


O peace ! the faireſt child of heaven, 
To whom the fyluan reign was given, 
The vale, the fountain and the grove, 

With every ſofter ſcene of love : 
Return, feet peace] and chear the weeping ſiuain; 
Return, with eaſe and pleaſure in thy train, 

CoRin. 

Huch: break thee off For fee, our mournful gueſt 
Has rais'd his head—and lo] who comes to greet him; 
His'friend, the woodman of the neighbouring dale, 
Whom late, as yeſter evening- ſtar aroſe, 
At his requeſt I found, and hither brought. 


SECIS 8 K2SSSSS 2888888 88 8888888402 
SCENE l. 


ALFRED, Zarl ef DREvox. 


ALFABD, 


How long, ſweet heaven] how long 
Shall red war deſolate this proſtrate land? | 


All, all is loſt—And ALFrre lives to tell it! 
His cities laid in duſt ! his ſubjects flaughter'd ! 
Or into ſlaves debas'd ! the murderous foe 


Proud 


Proud and exulting in the general ſhanie !— 
Are theſe things ſo? and He without the mearis 
Of great revenge? caſt down below the hope 
Of ſuccouring thoſe he weeps for ? O deſpair ! 
O grief of grich ! | 
Devon. | 
Old as 1 am, my Liege, 
in rough war harden'd, and with death familiar, 
Theſe eyes have long forgot to melt with ſoftneſs : 
But O, my gracious maſter, they have ſeen— 
All-pitying heaven - ſuch ſights of ruthleſs rage, 
Of total defolation— _ 
ALFRED. 

O my people ! 
O tuin'd England ! —Dz V ON, thoſe were bleſt, 
Who dy'd before this time. Ha ! and thoſe robbers, 
That violate the ſanctity of leagues, 
The reverend ſeal of oaths ; that baſely broke, 
Like nightly ruffians, on the hour of peace, 
And ſtole a victory from men unarm'd, 
Thoſe Danes enjoy their crimes ! Dread vengeance ! ſon 
Of power and juſtice ! come, array'd in tetrors, 
Thy garment red with blood, thy keen ſword drawn: 
O come, and on the heads of faithlefs men | 
Pour ample retribution ; men whoſe triumph 
Upbraids eternal juſtice. But no more: 
Submiſſion is heaven's due.—] will not launch 
Into that dark abyſs where thought muſt drown. 
Proceed, my lord : on with the mournful tale, 
My griefs broke off, 

Divo. 
From yonder heath-crown'd hill, 
This iſland's eaſtern point, where in one ſtream 
The Thone and Parret roll their blending waves, 
B 2 
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14 ALFRE D. 


T look'd, and ſaw the progreſs of the foe, 

As of ſome tempeſt, ſome devouring fire 

That ruins without mercy where it ſpreads. - 

The riches of the year, the golden grain 

That liberal crown'd our plains, lies trampled wide 
By hoſtile feet, or rooted up and waſte 

Deforms the broad high-way. From ſpace to ſpace, 
Far as my ſtraining eye could ſhoot its beam, 
Trees, cottages, and caſtles, ſmoak to heaven 

In one aſcending cloud. But Oh for pity ! 

That way, my lord, where yonder verdant height, 
Declining, flides into a fruitful vale, 

Unſightly now and bare; a few poor hinds, 
Grey-hair'd, and thinly clad, ſtood and beheld 
The common ravage: motionleſs and mute 


With hands to heaven uplift, they ſtood, and wept— 


My tears attended theirs— 
| ALFRED. 
| If this fad ſight 
Could pain thee to ſuch anguiſh, what muſt I 
Their king and parent feel? — Thou ſacred ſhade 
Of my lov'd father ! all ye parted ſpirits 
Of my fam'd anceftors ! be men once more, 
To know my pangs, and weep for England's ſhame— 
Why end I not at once this wretched being ? 
The means are in my hand. — But ſhall a prince 
Thus poorly ſhroud him in the grave from pain, 
And ſenſe of ſhame? 'The madman, nay the coward, 
Has often dar'd the ſame. A monarch holds 
His life in truſt for others, | I will live then : 
Let heaven diſpoſe the rat. | 
DEO. | 
'Thrice-noble ALFRED, 

And England's only hope, whoſe virtues rate 
. Qur frail mortality, our human duſt, 
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ALFRED. => 
Up to angelic ſplendor and perfection; 
With you to bear the worſt of ills, the ſpoil 
Of waſteful war, the loſs of life or _ 
Is happineſs, is glory, 

ALFRED, 

Ah, look round thee : 
That mud-built cottage is thy ſovereign's palace. 
Yon hind, whoſe daily toil is all his wealth, 
Lodges and feeds him. Are theſe times for flattery e 
Or call it praiſe: ſuch gaudy attributes 
Would miſbecome our beſt and proudeſt fortunes. 
But what are mine? what is this high-prais'd ALFRED? 
Among ten thouſand wretches, moſt undone. 
That prince who ſees his country laid in ruins, 
His ſubjects periſhing beneath the ſword 
Of foreign rage; who ſees and cannot ſave them. 
Is but ſupreme in miſery ! 

DEvon. 
My Liege, 

Who has not known ill fortune, never knew 
Himſelf, or his own virtue, Be of comfort: 
We can but die at laſt. Till that hour comes, 
Let noble anger keep our hopes alive. 
A ſudden thought, as if from heaven inſpir d, 
Darts on my ſoul. One caſtle ſtill is ours, 
Tho cloſe begirt and ſhaken by the Danes. 
In this diſguiſe, my chance of paſſing on, 
Of entering there unknown, is promiſing, 
And wears a lucky face. Tis our laſt ſtake, 
And I will play it like a man whoſe life, 
Whoſe honor hangs upon a ſingle caſt, 
Mean while, my Lord— 


ALFRED, 
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14 ALFRED, 
ALFRED. 

Ha! Devon; thou haſt rous'd 
My ſlumbering virtue; I applaud- thy thought. 
The praiſe of this brave daring ſball be thine : 
The danger ſhall be common; We will both 
Strait tempt the Daniſp camp, and gain this fort 3 
To animate our brothers of the war, | 
Thoſe Exgliſimen who yet deſerve that name. 
And hear, eternal Juſtice | if my life | 
Can make atonement for them, King of Kings | 
Accept thy willing victim, On my head 
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He all their woes: Fo them be grace and mercy. 


Come on, iny noble friend, 
Devon. 
Ah, good my Liege, A 

What fits a private valor, and might grace 

The ſimple ſoldier's venture, would proclaim 

His general's raſhneſs. You are England's king : 
Your infant children, and your much-lov'd queen; 
Nay more, the public weal, ten thouſand ſouls, 
Whoſe hope you are, whoſe all depends on you, 
Forbid this enterprize. Tis nobler courage 

To cheque this ardor, to reſerve your ſword 

For ſome great day of known and high import 5 
That to your country, to the judging world 

Shall juſtify all hazards you may run. 

This trial ſuits but me. 

ALFRED. 
Stay thee, raſh man — 

Deſpair and indignation wing his ſteps. 

May that good angel, who inſpir'd thy thought, 
Throw round thy ſteps a veil of cloudy air, 
That thou mayſt walk inviſible and ſafe. — 

Now for reflection Ha ! this ſylvan ſcene, 


The broad wild umbrage of theſe pendant ſhades 


That 


at 


AL FRE N. 15 


That murmur in the breeze, and deep embrown, 
As evening ſpreads the holy Hermit's cave; 


"Theſe ſcenes that muſing Melancholy loves, 
Breathe their ſtill influence on me. O bleſt lot 55 
Of calm obſcurĩty But, liſt. Ha] whence 


'Theſe air-born notes that ſound in meaſur'd ſweetneſs 
Thro this vaſt ſilence? 


SCENE II. 


Solemn muſic is heard at a diſtance. It comes 
nearer in a full ſymphony : after which a jingle trum- 
pet ſounds a high and awakening air. Then the 


ee flanzas are ſung by two atrial ſpirits 
unſeen, 


Firſt SPIRIT, 
Hear, ALFRED, father of the flate, 
Thy Genius heaven's high will declare | 
What proves the hero truly great, 
is never, never to deſpair : 
Is never to deſpair. 


Second SPIRIT. 
Thy hope awake, thy heart expand 
With all its vigor, all its fires. 
Ariſe! and fave a ſinking land“ 
Thy country calls, and heaven inſpires. 


Both Sp1RITs. 
Earth calls and heaven inſpires- 
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See eee See eee ese eee 


SCENE N. 


ALFRED alone. 


All hail, ye gentle miniſters of heaven ! 

Your ſong inſpires new patience thro my breaſt, 
And generous hope : it wings my mounting foul 
Above th' entangling maſs of earthly paſſions, 
That keep frail man, tho ſtruggling to be free, 
Still fluttering in the duſt. 
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SCENE ; 


ALFRED, the HER MIT advancing from his cave. 


ALFRED. 
Thrice-happy Hermit ! 
Whom thus the heavenly habitants attend, 
Bleſſing thy calm retreat; while ruthleſs war 
Fills the polluted land with blood and crimes. 
In this extremity of England's fate, 
Led by thy ſacred character, I come 


For comfort and advice. Thy aged wiſdom, 
Purg'd from the ſtormy cloud of human paſſions, 
And by a ray from heaven exalted, ſees 

Deep thro? futurity. Say what remains, 

What yet remains to fave our proſtrate country ? 


Nor ſcorn this anxious queſtion even from me, 
A nameleſs ſtranger, 


HERMIT. 


ALFRED. 17 
HERMI r. 
| ALFRED, England's king, 
All hail ! and welcome to this humble cell. 
ALFRED. 
Whence doſt thou know me; venerable father 2 
HERMIT. 
Laſt ni ight, when with a draught from that coal fountain, 
J had my wholeſome, ſober ſupper crown'd ; 
As is my ſtated cuſtom, forth I walk'd, 
Beneath the folemn gloom and glittering ſky, 
To feed my ſoul with prayer and meditation. 
And thus to inward harmony compos'd, 
That ſweeteſt muſic of the grateful heart, 
Whoſe each emotion is a ſilent hymn ; 8 
I to my couch retir'd. Strait on mine eyes 
A pleaſing flumber fell; whoſe myſtic power 
Seal'd up my ſenſes, but enlarg'd my ſoul. 
At oneè, diſclosd amid the dark waſte night, 
A viſion to my phantaſy appear'd. 
For know, this ample element contains 
Unnumber'd ſpiritual beings, or malign, 
Or good ta man. Theſe, when the groſſer eye 
Of nature ſleeps, oft play their ſeveral parts, 
As dn a ſcene, before th* attentive mind, 
And to the favour'd man diſcloſe the future. 
Led by theſe ſpirits friendly to this iſle, - 
J liy'd thro? future ages; felt the virtue, 
'The great, the glorious paſſions that will fire 
Diſtant poſterity : when guardian laws 
Are by the patriot, in the glowing ſenate, 
Won from corruption; when th* impatient arm 
Of liberty, invincible, ſhall ſcourge _ 
The tyrants of mankind and when the Deep, 
Through all her ſwelling waves, ſhall proudly j joy © 
Beneath the boundleſs empire of * ons, 


18. ALFRED 


T ſaw thee, ALFRED, too—But o'er thy fortunes 
Lay clouds impenetrable. 
: ALFRED. 1 
Ah, good Hermit, 
That ſcene is dark indeed] Ye awful powers! 
To what am I reſerv'd ? Still muſt I roam 
A wanderer here, inglorious and unknown? 
Or am I deſtin'd thy great inſtrument, 
From fierce oppreſſion to redeem this land? 
HERMIT. | 
Perhaps, the laſt.— But, prince, remember, then, 
The vows, the noble uſes, of affliction. 
Preſerve the quick humanity it gives, 
The pitying, ſocial ſenſe of human weakneſs : 
Yet keep thy ſtubborn fortitude entire, 
The manly heart that to another's woe 
Is tender, but ſuperior to its own. 
Learn to ſubmit ; yet learn to conquer fortune, 
Attach thee firmly to the virtuous deeds 
And offices of life : to life itſelf, 
With all its vain and tranſient joys, fit looſe, 
Chief, let devotion to the ſovereign mind, 
A fteady, chearful, abſolute dependance 
On his beſt, wiſeſt government, poſleſs thee. 
In thoughtleſs, gay proſperity, when all 
Attends our wiſh ; when nought is ſeen around us, 
But kneeling flattery, and obedient fortune; 
Then are blind mortals apt, within themſelves 
To fix their ſtay, forgetful of the giver, 
But when thus humbled, ALFRED, as thou art, 
When to their feeble natural powers reduc'd, 
Tis then they feel this univerſal truth 
That heaven is all in all —and man is nothing. 


Re 5 
* = 


. ALFRED. 


AL F R E D. 19 
Arn. 
1 thank thee, father, for thy pious counfel. | 
And witnefs, thou dread power ! who ſeeſt my heart ; 3 


That if not to perform my regal taſk, 
To be the common father of my people, 


Patron of honor, virtue and religion; 
If not to ſhelter induſtry, to guard 
His honeſt portion from oppreſſive pride, 
From waſtful riot, and the ſons of rapine, 
Who baſely raviſh what they dare not earn; 
If not to deal out juſtice, like the ſun, | 
With equal light; if not to ſpread thy bounty, 
The treaſures truſted to me, not my own, 
On all the ſmiling ranks of nouriſh'd life ; 
If not to raiſe our drooping Engliſh name, 
To clothe it yet with terror ; make this land 
Renown'd for peaceful arts to'bleſs mankind, 
And generous war to humble proud oppreſſors: 
If not to huild on an eternal baſe, 
On liberty and laws, the public weal : 
If not for theſe great ends I am ordain'd, 

May I ne' er idly fill the throne of E ngland ! 
HERMIT. 
Still may thy breaſt theſe ſentiments retain, 
In proſperous ni 

ALFRED. 
Proſperity were ruin, 

Could it deſtroy or change ſuch thoughts as theſe. 
When Thoſe whom heaven diſtinguiſhes o'er millions, 
Profuſing on them honors, riches, power, 
Whate'er th' expanded heart can wiſh ; when they, 
Accepting the reward, negle& the duty; 

Or worſe, pervert theſe gifts' to deeds of ruin : 
Is there a wretch they rule ſo mean as they ? 
Guilty, at once of facrilege to heaven, 
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20 AL F RE PD. 

And of perfidious robbery to men 

But hark ! methinks J hear a plaintive voice 
Sigh thro the vale, and wake the mournful echo. 


SONG. 
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Stweet valley, ſay, where, penſive lying, 
For me, our children, England, / ighing, 


The beſt of mortals leans his head, 
Ye fountains, dimpled by my ſorrow, 
Ye brooks that my complainings borrow, 
O lead me to his Janely bed : 
Or if my lover '9 | 
eep woods, you cover, 
Ab whiſper where your ſhadows & er him A 3 
2. 
"Tris not the loſs if. \ pomp and pleaſure, 
Of empire, or of tinſel treaſure, © 
That drops this tear, that fuels this groan : 
No; from a nobler cauſe proceeding, 
A heart with laue and fondneſs bleeding, 
1 breathe my ſadly-pluafing moan. 
With other anguaſþ 


J ſcorn to languiſh : | 
Por Love wil feel no ſorrows but his own, 


26 


SCENE 


ALFRED. 21 


SCENE VI. 


ALTRED, HERMIT, ELTRUDA, am nn | 


ALFRED. 
Sure, by the voice, and purport of the ſong, _ 
This generous mourner is my queen, ELTRUDA. 
And yet how can that be ?—O all good powers! 
'Tis ſhe ! *tis ſhe ! 
EITRUDA. 
My lord, my life, my ALr RED! - 
Oh take me to thy arms; with toil o'ercome, 
And ſudden tranſport, thus at once to find thee, 
In this wild foreſt, pathleſs and perplext | | 
ALFRED. 
Come to my ſoul, thou deareſt, beſt of women] 
Come, and repoſe thy ſorrows in my boſom. 
O all my paſſions mix in doubtful ſtrife | 
If pain or joy prevail, I ſcarce can fay, 
While thus I claſp thee, yet recall the perils 
To which thy trembling ſteps have been expos'd. 
Why haſt thou left the convent where I plac'd thee ? 
Why, unprotected truſt thee to a land, 
A barbarous land where rages Daniſh war ? 
Our hoſpitable England is no more | 
ELTRUDA, 
Dire was thecauſe, my ALFRED. The rous'd country, 
All hurl'd in breathleſs terror and confuſion, 
Inform'd us, a near party of the Danes, 
Whoſe brutal fury ſpares no ſex, no age, 
No place however privileg'd or holy, 
Were on full march that way. Inſtant I fled, 
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22 ALFRED. 
In this diſguiſe, with only theſe attendants : 
But in our way oft chear'd by airy voices, 
To bear to this retreat our helpleſs children. 
ALFRED, 
Ah wanderers too young! ah hapleſs children! 
But more unhappy Sire ! who cannot give, 
hy thoſe he loves, protection. 
| ELTRUDA., 
| Thou too, ALFRED, 
are thou not unattended ? None to ſerve thee, 
To ſoothe thy woes, to watch thy broken flumbers ! 
And when the ſilent tear o'erflows thy eye, 
None, with the warm and cordial lip of love, 
To kiſs it off There is in love a power, 
There is a ſoft divinity, that draws 
Even tranſport from diſtreſs ; that gives the heart 
A certain pang, excelling far the joys 
Of groſs unfeeling life. Beſides, my AI FRED, 
Even had the fury of this barbarous foe 
Not forc'd me from the convent, life is ſhort ; 3 
And now it trembles on the wing of danger: 


Why ſhould we loſe it then? One well-fav'd hour, 


In ſuch a tender circumſtance, to lovers, 
Is better than an age of common time. 
| ALFRED. 
Oh *tis too much! thy tenderneſs o'ercomes me! 
Nay, look not on me with that ſweet dejection, 


Thro tears that pierce my foul !—Chear thee, my love: 


Hope ſtill the beſt; that better days await us, 


And fairer from remembrance. —Thou, ELTRUDA, 


Thou art a pledge of happineſs ! - On thee 


Good angels wait ; they led thy journey hither : 
And J have heard them, in this wild retreat, 


Warbling immortal airs, and ftrains of 8 


But ah the foe is round us: and this iſle $58 


Fo 


Now 
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At PRE 
Now holds my ſoul's beſt wealth, the treaſur'd ſtore 
Of all my joys.— go to ſkirt it round, 
To viſit every creek and ſedgy bank, | 
Where ruſtles thro the reeds the ſhadowy gale ; 
Or where the bending umbrage drinks the ftream, 
And now, by flow degrees, ſolemn and ſad, 
Wide-falling o'er the world, the nightly ſhades 
Huſh the brown woods, and deepen all their horrors : 
While humbled into reſt, and aw'd by darkneſs, 
Each creature ſeeks the covert. To that cell 
Retire, my life, I will not long be abſent. 


End of the feſt At. 


 __ ALFRED alone; 

IF1S nov the depth of darkneſs and repoſe. 

Now walksmute Midnight ſhadowy o'er the plain, 
To rule the ſolitary hour ; and ſheds 
His ſlumbery influence ver the peaceful world. 
All nature ſeemis to reſt: .while ALFRED wakes 
To think, and to be wretched. My brave friend, 
I fear me, has miſcarry d. Where yon oak 
With wide and duſky ſhade o' erhangs the ſtream, 
Tbat glides in ſilence by, I took my ſtand: 
What time the glow- worm thro” the dewy path 
Firſt ſhot his twinkling flame. Attent I ſtood, 
Liſtening each noiſe from twilight hill and dale: 
But all was huſh'd around. Nor trumpet's clang, 
Nor ſhout of roving foe, nor haſty tread 
Of evening paſſenger, diſturb'd the wide 
And awſul ſtillneſs. Homeward as I ſped, 
O' er many a delve, thro many a path perplext, 
Maze running into maze ; ill-boding thoughts 
Haunted my ſteps. —Perhaps my gallant friend, 
Diſcover'd to the Danes, this moment bleeds 
Beneath their ſwords ! or lies a breathleſs corſe, 
The prey of midnight wolves.—Some mournful ſound 
Struck ſudden on my ſenſe, | 


SCENE 
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s c E NE II. 


ALFRED, EL TRU PDA. 


ELTRUDA. | 
| lere will I lean 
On this green bank, to wait the wilthd return 
Of morning, and my lord. . 
ALFRED. 
My gentle loye, 
ELTRUDA, why to this untimely ſky 
Expoſe thy health? The dews of night fall faſt : 
The chill breeze ſighs aloud, 
| ELTRUDA aA 
| I could not reſt. 
Can Love repoſe when Apprehenſion wakes, 
And whiſpers to the heart all fearful things, 
That walk with night and ſolitude? Methought, 
In each deaf murmur of the woods, I heard 
The dreadful foe—or heard my ALFRED groan 1 
Our tender infants too their fancy'd -. Ws 
Still ſound within my ears! | 
1 ALFRED. 
| EI TRA, there” Wy 
I am a woman too: I who' ſhould cheer, 4 
And ſhelter thee from every care. "My children! = 
The thought of what may chance to them a." 
Their father's ſum of woes. O what ſafe ſhade 
Can ſkreen their opening pbloſſom from the ſtorm 
That beats ſevere on us! _— ſweeter buds p 
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26 ALFRED. 
The primroſe in the vale, nor ſooner ſhrinks 
A winter's churliſh blaſt 
ELTRUDA., 
Behold, my "EM 

Good Angels ſhield us What a flood of brightneſs | 
Waves round our heads ! 

ALFRED. | 

The Hermit moves this way. 

That wondrous man holds converſe with the hoſt 
Of higher natures. Theſe far-beaming fires 


Were doubtleſs kindled up at his command, 
Be filent and attentive. 


8 C E N E III. 


ALFRED, ELTRUDA, HERMIT, 


HERNM IT. 
| I have heard 
Thy fond complainings, ALFRED. 
ALFRED. 
| You have then, 
Good father, | heard the cauſe that wrings them from me, 
HERMI T. 
The human race are ſons of ſorrow born © 
And each muſt have his portion. Vulgar minds 
Refuſe, or crouch beneath their load: the Brave. 
Bear theirs without repining. | 
| ALFRED, 
The ſhaft that wounds him thro an infant's ſide ? 
When whom we love, to whom we owe protection, 
Implore the hand we cannot reach to fave them ? 


ante. 


ALFRED. 
5 HERMITr. 
Weep not, ELTRUDA,—Yet thou art a king; 
All private paſſions fall before that name. 
Thy _— claim thee whole. 
| ALFRED. 


Cat public truſt; 
O reverend ſage! defttoy the ſofter ties 
That twine around the parent's yearning heart ? 
That holy paſſion heaven itſelf infus d, 
And blended with the ſtream that feeds our life. 
_ __Hemrmir. 
You love your children, Prince 
ALFREbÞ. | 
Lives there on earth? 
In air, or ocean, creatufe tame or wild 
That has not known this univerſal love? 
All nature feels it intimate and deep, 
And all het ſons of inſtin& or of reaſon. 
| | HenrmMIrT. = 
Then ſhew that paſſion in its nobleſt form. 
Seaſon their tender years with every virtue, 
Social or ſelf-retir'd ; of public greatneſs, : 
Or lovely in the hour of private life ; 
With all that can exalt, or can adorn 
Their princely rank. | 
| n 


Alas, their hope muſt beg 


Such my unhappy fate, to humbler aims: 

Affliction and baſe want muſt be their teachers. 
HzRMIT. Ro 

AMiQion is the wholeſome ſoil of virtue: 

Where patience, honor, ſweet humanity, 

Calm fortitude take root, and ſtrongly flouriſh, 

* bg fortune, that allures with * 
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28 ALFRED. 


Dazles with pomp, and undermines with flattery, 
Poiſons the ſoil, and its beſt product kills. 
Should'ft thou regain thy throne— 
ALFRED... 
My throne ? What ne 
What ſmalleſt ray of hope — 
| HERMIT. TO 

That day may come— 

What do I feel? My labouring breaſt expands 
To give the glorious inſpiration room. 
And now the cloud that o'er thy future fate, 
Like total night, lay heavy and obſcure, 
Fades into air: and all the brightening ſcene 
Dawns gay before me ! A long line of kings, 


From thee deſcending, glorious and renown'd, 
In ſhadowy pomp I ſee! 


Genius of England / hovering near, 
In all thy radiant charms appear. 


O come and fummon, from the — unknown, 
Thoſe mighty chiefs, thoſe ſons of future fame, 
Who, ages hence, this iſland ſhall renown, 

And ſpread to diſtant realms her dreaded name, 

Slow let the viſionary forms ariſe, 

And ſolemn paſs before our wondring eyes. 


[Mufic grand and awful. The Genius 
deſcending fings the follewing 


SONG. 
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From thoſe eternal regions bright, 
Where ſuns, that never ſet in night, 
Diffuſe the golden day: 
Where ſpring unfading pours around, 
Oer all the dew-impearled ground, 
Her thouſand colors gay: 
O whether on the fountain's flowery ſide, 
Whence living waters glide, 
Or in the fragrant grove, 
Whoſe ſhade emboſoms peace and love, 
New pleaſures all your hours employ, 
And rapture ever ſenſe with every joy ! 
Great heirs of empire ! yet unborn, 
Who ſhall this iſſand late adorn ; 
A monarchs drooping theught o chear, 
Appear ! appear / appear /! 


Spirits of EDWARD III. PnIL Ir A his gueen, 
and the Black Prince his ſon, ariſe. 
HERMIT. 

ALFRED, look ; and ſay, 
What ſeeſt thou yonder ? 
ALFRED. 

_ Three majeſtic ſhapes : 

Two habited like mighty warriors old; 

A third in whoſe bright aſpe& beauty ſmiles 

More ſoft and feminine. A lueid veil, 

From her fair neck dependent floats. around, 
Light-hovering j in the gale. 

HERMI T. | 
© Alrzzo, man 
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A nobler paſſion labours in his breaſt 


30 A L FRE P. 
Belov'd of heaven, behold a King indeed ; 


Matchleſs in arms ; in arts of peaceful rule, 
A ſovereign's trueſt glory, yet more fam'd, 


England's third EDwARD !—At his fear'd approach, 


Proud France, even how, thro all her dukedoms quakes. 
Her Genius ſighs: and from th' eternal ſhore, 
The ſoul of her great CHARLEs, a recent gueſt, 
Looks back to earth, and mourns the diſtant woes, 
His realms are doom'd to feel from ER] AR D's wrath. 
Beneath his ſtandard, Britain ſhall go forth, 
Array'd for conqueſt, terrible in glory : 
And nations ſhrink before her. O what deaths, 
What deſolation ſhall her vengeance ſpread, 
From engines yet unfound ; whoſe lightnings aſh, 
Whoſe thunders roar, amazing, o'er the plain : 
As if this King had ſummon'd from on high 
Heaven's dread artillety to fight his battle 

Nor is renown in war his ſole ambition: 


ALFRED attend to make his people bleſt ! 
The ſacred rights that Reaſon loudly claims 
For free-born men—theſe, Al TRE, are his care ; 
Oft to confirm, and fix them on the baſe 
Of equal laws. father of mankind ! 
Succeſſive praifes from a grateful land 
Shall ſaint thy name for ever 
ALFRED. 

Holy ſage, 
Whom angels thus enlighten and inſpire, 
My boſdm kindles at thy heaven-born flaffie. 
Great EDwarD ! Be thy conqueſts and their praiſe 
Unrivald to thy ſelf. But O thy fame 
For care paternal of the 'public weal ; a 
For England bleſt at home my rapt heart pants 


To 
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To equal that renown ! | EIN 
| HER MIT. | | 
Know farther, ALFrED ; 
A ſovereign's great example forms a people. 
The public breaſt is noble, or is vile, 
As he inſpires it. In this EDwaRrD's time, 
Warm'd by his courage, by his honor rais'd, 4 
High flames the Britiſb ſpirit, like the ſun, ; | 
To ſhine o'er half the globe: and where it ſhines, N 
The cheriſh'd world to brighten and enrich. 1 
Laſt ſee this monarch in his hour of leiſure; ; 
Even ſocial on a throne, and taſting j Joys | | 
To ſolitary greatneſs ſeldom known: 4 
As friend, as huſband, and as father bleſt. 
That god- like Youth renin); his eldeſt hope, 
Who gives new luſtre to the name he bears; 3 
A hero ere a man.—I ſec him now 
On Creſf's glorious plain! The father's heart, 
With anxious love and wonder at his daring, | 
Beats high in mingled tranſport. Great himſelf, 
Great above jealouſy, the guilty mark 
'That brands all meaner minds, ſee, he applauds 
The filial excellence, and gives him ſcope 
To blaze in his full brightneſs !—Lo again, 
He ſends him dreadful to a nobler field: 
The danger and the glory all his own! 
A captive King, the rival of his arm, 
I ſee adorn his triumph! Heaven! what grace 
What ſplendor from his gracious temper mild 
That triumph draws! As gentle Mercy kind, 
He chears the hoſtile prince whoſe fall he weeps ! 
ALFRED, 
A ſon fo rich in virtues, and fo grac'd 
With all that gives thoſe virtues fair to ſhine, 
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32 ALFRED. 


When I would aſk of heaven ſome mighty boon, 
Should claim the foremoſt place. 
HERMIT. 
Remember 1 
What to thy infant ons from thes i due, 
As parent and as prince. 
_ ELTRUDA. 
Forgive me, Hermit, 
Forgive a queen and wife her anxious fondneſs. 
Yon beauteous ſhade, that, as I gaze her o'er, 
My wonder draws, eſcapes your graver thought. 
 HEermir, 
O bright E.TRuDaA I thou whoſe blooming youth, 
Whoſe amiable ſweetneſs promiſe bleſſings 
To ALFRED and to England] ſee, and mark, 
In yonder pleaſing form, the beſt of wives, 
The happieſt too, repaid with all the faith, 
With all the friendſhip, love and duty claim. 
She, powerful o'er the heart her charms enflave— 
O virtue rarely practis d uſes nobly 
That happy influence; to prompt each purpoſe 
Fair honor kindles in her EnwWARD's breaſt. 
Amid the pomps, the pleaſures of a court, 
Humble of heart, ſeverely good: the friend 
Of modeſt worth, the parent of the poor; 
ELTRUDA ! O tranſmit theſe nobleſt charms 
To that fair daughter, that unfolding roſe, | 
With which, as on this day, heaven crown'd your loves. 


The ſpirit of EE IZ ABENA i. 


AI TRE. 


Say, who is ſhe, in whom the noble graces, 


Th? engaging manner, dighity and eaſe, 


| Are } join'd with manly ſenſe and reſolution ? 


I HER MIT. 


ALFRERDY 


HERMI T; | 
The great E11zAa. She, amid a world 
That threatning ſwells in high commotion round her; 
Each dangerous ſtate her unrelenting foe, 
And chief a proud enormous empire ſtretch'd 
O' er half mankind ; with not one friendly power, 
But what her kind creating hand ſhall raiſe 
Fron out the marſhes of the branching Rhine ; 
And min'd, at home, her ever-tottering throne 
By reſtleſs bigots, who, beneath the maſk | 


Of mild religion, are to every crime 


Set looſe, the faithleſs ſons of barbarous zeal : 
Yet ſhe ſhall crown this happy iſle with peace, 
With arts, with riches, grandeur and renown ; 
And daſh, by turns, the madneſs of her foes. 

As when the winds, from different quarters, urge 
The tempeſt on our ſhore : ſecure, the cliffs 
Repel its idle rage, and pour it back, | 

In broken billows, foaming to the main, 


ALFRED. 
How ſhall ſhe, Hermit, gain theſe glorious ends ? 
HERMIT. 


By ſilent wiſdom, whoſe informing power 
Works unperceiv'd : that ſeems in council flow 3 
But, when reſolv'd and ripe for execution, 

That parts like lightning from the ſecret gloom. 


By ever ſeizing the right point of view, 


Her trueſt intereſt 5 which ſhe firm purſues, 

With ſteady patience, . thro the maze of ſtate, 

The ſtorm of oppolition, the mixt views, 

And thwarting manag'd paſſions of mankind; 

By healing the diviſions of her people, 

And ſowing that fell peſt among her foes. 

By ſaving, from the vermin of a court, 

Her treaſure ; which, when fair occaſion calls, 2 | 
— M She 
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She knows to laviſh, in protecting arts, 

In guarding nations, and in nurſing ſtates, 

By calling up to power, and public life, 

Each virtue, each ability: yet be, 

Amid the various worthies glowing round her, 

Still ſhines the firſt ; the central ſun that wakes, 

That rules their every motion: not the flave, 

And paſſive property of her own creatures. 

But the great ſoul that animates her reign, 

That lights it to perfection, is the love, 

The confidence unbounded, which her wiſdom, 

Her probity and juſtice, ſhall inſpire 

Into the public breaft. Hence cordial faith, 

Which nought can ſhake ; hence unexhauſted treafure : 

And hence, above all mercenary force, 

The hand that by the freeborn heart is rais'd, 

And guards the blended weal of prince and N 

She too ſhall rouſe Britunnia's naval ſoul; 

Shall greatly raviſh, from infulting Spain, 

The world-commanding ſeepter of the deep. 
 ELTRUDA. 

O matchleſs queen! O glory of her ſex ! 

The great idea, father, fills my ſoul, 

And bids it glow beyond a woman's paſſions, 


Spirit of WII LIAN III. ariſes. 
HERNMI T. 

Once move, O Ar RR), raiſe thine eyes, and mark, 
Who next adorns the ſcene, yon laurel'd ſhade. 
Ere yet the age that clos'd this female reign 
Hath led around its train of circling years, 
Shall Britain on the verge of ruin ſtand. 
A monarch, loſt to greatneſs, to renown, 
The ſlave of dreaming monks, ſhall fill her throne. 
Waak and aſpiring ; fond of lawleſs rule, 
| The 


A'LFﬆ:Ek 
The lawleſs rule his mean ambition covets 
Unequal to acquire. Yon prince thou ſaw'ſt, 
To glory tutor'd by the hand ſevere 
Of ſharp Adverſity, ſhall heaven upraiſe, 
And injur'd nations with joint call invoke, 
Their laſt, their only refuge. Lo! he comes: 
Wide o'er the billows of the boundleſs deep 
His navy rides triumphant : and the ſhores 


Of ſhouting Albion echo with his name. 


Immortal WILLIAM! from before his face, 
Flies Superſtition, flies oppreſſive Power, 
With vile Servility that crouch'd and kiſs'd 
The whip he trembled at. From this great hour 
Shall Britain date her rights and laws reftor'd : 
And one high purpoſe rule her ſovereign's heart; 
To ſcourge the pride of France, that foe profeſs'd 
To England and to freedom. Yet I ſee, 
From diſtant climes in peaceful triumph borne, 
Another KING ariſe | His early youth 
With living laurel crown'd, for deeds of arms 
That Reaſon's voice approves ; for courage, rais'd 
Beyond all aid from paſſion, greatly calm 
Intrepidly ſerene In days of peace, 
Around his throne the human virtues wait, 
And fair adorn him with their mildeſt beams ; 
Good without ſhow, above ambition great; 
Wiſe, equal, merciful, the friend of man! 

O ALFRED | ſhould thy fate, long ages hence, 
In meaning ſcenes recalld, exalt the joy 
Of ſome glad feſtal day, before a prince 5 
Sprung from that king below d — Hear, gracious heaven 
Thy ſoft humanity, thy patriot heart, 
Thy manly virtue, ſteddy, great, reſolv'd, 
Be his ſupreme ambition ! and with theſe, 
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36 ALFRED. 

The happineſs, the glory, that await 

Thy better days—be ſhower'd upon his head 4 
ALFRED. 

O Hermit ! thou haſt rais'd me to new life ! 

New hopes, new triumphs ſwell my bounding heart— 
HERMIT. 

It comes ! it comes! —The promis'd ſcene diſcloſes ! ! 

Already the great work of fate begins ! 

The mighty wheels are turning, whence will ſpread, 

Beyond the limits of our narrow world, 

The fair dominions, ALFRED, of thy ſons. 

Behold the warrior bright with Daniſb ſpoils |— 

The raven droops his wings—and hark ! the RR, 

Exulting, ſpeaks the reſt, 


SCENE IV. 


Symphony of martial muſic. 


ALFRED, ELTRUDA, HERmMI T, Earl of 


Devon, followed by ſoldiers. 


ALFRED, 
Welcome, my lord 
I ſee true courage lags not in its courſe ; 
It ſtands not weighing actions, with cold wiſdom 
That borders near on cowardice. 
DEvox. 
My Liege, 

Your troops have been ſucceſsful.— But to heaven 
Aſcend the praiſe ! For ſure th' event exceeds 


The hand of man, 


ALFRED, 


* 


Enn ' © 


ALFRED. 
How was it, noble Devon ? 
Devon, 
You know my caſtle is not hence fur-diſant, 
Thither I ſped: and in a Daniſh habit 
The trenches paſſing, by a ſecret way, 
Known to myſelf alone, emerg'd at once 
Amid my joyful ſoldiers, There I found 
A generous few, the veteran, hardy gleanings 
Of many a hapleſs fight. They with a fierce 
And gloomy joy inſpirited each other; 
Reſolv'd on death, diſdaining to ſurvive 
Their deareſt country,—*< If we fall, I cry'd, 
Let us not tamely fall like paſſive cowards ! 
No: let us live —or let us die, like men! 
«© Come on, my friends: to ALFRED we will cut 
« Our glorious way; or, as we nobly periſh, 
« Will offer to the genius of our country 
«© Whole hecatombs of Danes.” As if one ſoul 
Had mov'd them all, around their heads they flaſh'd 
Their flaming faulchions—< Lead us to theſe Danes 
Our country !—vengeance ! ” was the general cry. 
Strait on the careleſs drouſy camp we ruſh'd : 
And rapid, as the flame devours the ſtubble, 
Bore down the heartleſs Danes. With this ſucceſs 
Our enterprize encreas'd, Not now contented . 
To hew a paſſage thro the flying herd; 
We, unremitting, urg'd a total rout. 
The valiant HuBBA bites the bloody field, 
With twice fix hundred Danes around him ſtrow'd. 
ALFRED. 

My glorious friend !—this action has reſtor'd 
Our ſinking country. —What reward can equal 
A deed fo great? Is not yon pictur'd Raven 
Their famous magic ſtandard—Emblem fit 


3 : - 


ns ie” - 
„r 


een 


To ſpeak the ſavage genius of the people 
That oft has ſcatter'd on our troops diſmay, 
And feeble conſternation ? 
| Devon. 
Tis the ſame. 
Wrought by the liſters of the Donjb king 
Of furious Ivar, in a midnight hour : 
While the ſick moon, at their enchanted ſong, 
Wrapt in pale tempeſt, labour'd thro' the clouds. 
The Demons of deſtruction then, they ſay, 
Were all abroad, and mixing with the woof 
Their baleful power : The ſiſters ever ſung ; 
* Shake, ftandard, ſhake this ruin on our foes ! ” 
HE RuIr. 
So theſe inſernal powers, with rays of truth 
Still deck their fables, to delude who truſt them. 
ALFRED. 
Tet wire, e AAR AI, avs Ch -reſ 
Of your brave troops ? 
Dzvon. 
On tother ſide the ſtream, 
That half encloſes this retreat, I left them. 
Rous'd from the fear, with which it was congeal'd 
As in a froſt, the country pours amain. 
The ſpirit of our anceſtors is up, 
The ſpirit of the Free! and with a voice 
That breathes ſucceſs, they all demand their king. 
ALFRED. 
Quick, let us join them, and improve their ardor. 
We cannot be too haſty to ſecure 
The glances of occaſion, 
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SCENE the laf. 


To them Cox IN, EMMA, kneeling to ALFRED. 


pd 


Corin. 

Good my Liege, 
Pardon the poor unequal — 
Which we, unknowing— 

ALFRED: 
Riſe, my honeſt ſhepherd. 

I came to thee a peaſant, not a prince : 
And, what exalts a king o'er other men, 
Stript of the toys of royalty? Yet more, 
Thy rural entertainment was ſincere, 
Plain, hoſpitable, kind : ſuch as, I hope, 
Will ever mark the mannets of this nation. 
You friendly lodg'd me, when by all deſerted : 


And ſhall have ample recompenſe. 
CoRklNn. 
I One boon, 
Is all I crave. 
7, : ALFRED. 
Good ſhepherd, peak ty wh 

N Corrn. 

Fermion, i in your wars, to ſerve your Grace : 

For tho here loſt in ſolitary ſhades, 


A ſimple ſwain, I bear an Exgliſb heart: | 
A heart that burns with rage to ſee thoſe Danes, 
Thoſe ſoreign ruffians, thoſe inhuman pirates, 
Oft aur inferiors prov'd, thus lord it o'er us. 


ALFRED. 


4 (ALFRED. 


3 


95 | ALFRED. 
Brave countryman, come on. Tis ſuch as thou, 
Who from affection ſerve, and ffee-born zeal, - 
To guard whate'er is dear and ſacred to them, 
That are a king's beſt honor and defence. 


E MA ſings the following ſong. 
t. 


F thoſe, who live in ſhepherd's bower, 
| Preſs not the rich and ſtately bed: 
De new-mown hay and breathing flower 
A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread. 


2, 


If thoſe, who fit at ſhepherd's beard, 

© Soothe not their taſte by wanton art; 

They take what Nature's gifts afford, 
And take it with a chearful heart. 


E ; \ M4: (ih 
If thoſe, coho drain the ſhepherd's bowl, 
No high and ſparkling wines can boaſt ; 
With wholeſome cups they chear the ſoul, 
And crown them with the village toaſt. 


4. 
F thoſe; who join in ſhepherd's ſport, 
Gay-dancing on the daizy'd ground, 
Have not the ſplendor of a court ; 
Yet Love adorns the merry round, 


Array. 
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> ALFRED. : e 
My lord EiTxuDA ! thou ſhalt here remain, 
With gentle Eu MA, and this reverend Hermit. 
Ye ſilver ſtreams, that murmuring wind around 
This duſky ſpot, to you I truſt my all! 
O cloſe around her, woods! for her, ye vales, 
Throw forth your flowers, your ſofteſt lap diffuſe ! 
And Thou ! whoſe ſecret and expanſive hand 
Moves all the ſprings of this vaſt univerſe : 
Whoſe government aſtoniſhes ; who here, 
In a few hours, beyond our utmoſt hope, 
Beyond our thought, yet doubting, haft clear'd up 
The ſtorm of fate: preſerve what thy kind will, 
Thy bountiful appointment, makes ſo dear 
To human hearts ! preſerve my queen and children 
Preſerve the hopes of England I while I go 
To finiſh thy great work, and fave my . 
 ELTRUDA. 
Go, pay the debt of honor to the public. 
If ever woman, ALFRED, lov'd her huſband 
More fondly than herſelf, I claim that virtue, 
That heart-felt happineſs. Yet, by our loves 
I ſwear, that in a glorious death with thee 
I rather would be wrapt, than live long years 
To charm thee from the rugged paths of honor : 
So much I think thee born for beauteous deeds, 
And the bright courſe of glory. | 
ALFRED. 
Matchleſs woman ! 
Love, at thy voice, is kindled to ambition. 
Be this my deareſt triumph, to approve me 
A huſband worthy of the beſt ELTxupa! 
PEP 
. Behold, my Lord, our venerable Bard, 
F Aged 
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Aged and blind, him whom the Muſes favour. 


Yet ere you go, in our lov'd country's praiſe, 


That nobleſt theme, hear what his rapture breathes, | 


An ODE. 


1. 
IVhen Britain fir/t, at heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main ; 
This was the charter of the land, 
And guardian Angels ſung this flrain : 
&« Rule Britannia, rule the waves; 
<© Britons never will be ſlaves.” 
The nations, not ſo bleft as thee, 
Muft, in their turns, to tyrants fall : 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
« Rule, &c. | 
Rs 
Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful, from each foreign ftroke 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 


Serves but to root thy native oak, 
« Rule, &C. 
5 
Thee haughty tyrants ne er ſhall tame 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
Will but arrouſe thy generous flame ; 


But work their woe, and thy renown. 
* Rule, Sc. 


£ 5. 
To thee belongs the rural reign; 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine : 
All thine ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And every ſbore it circles thine. 
* Rule, &c. | 


6. 


The Muſes, ftill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaft repair 
. Bleſt iſle ! with matchleſs beauty crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair, 
6 Rule, Britannia, rule the waves : 
„ Britons never will be ſlaves. 


HERMIT. 
ALFRED, go forth! lead on the radiant years, 
To thee reveaPd in viſion, —Lo! they riſe ! 
Lo! patriots, heroes, ſages, croud to birth: 
And bards to ſing them in immortal verſe ! 


I ſee thy commerce, Britain, "graſp the world : 


All nations ſerve thee ; every foreign flood, 
Subjected, pays its tribute to the Thames. 
Thither the golden South obedient pours 

His ſunny treaſures: thither the ſoft Eaſt 

Her ſpices, delicacies, gentle gifts : 

And thither his rough trade the ftormy North. 
See, where beyond the vaſt Atlantic ſurge, 

By boldeft keels untouch'd, a dreadful ſpace ! 
Shores, yet unfound, ariſe ! in youthful prime, 
With towering foreſts, mighty rivers crown'd ! 


"Theſe ſtoop to Britain's thunder. This new world, 


Shook to its centre, trembles at her name: 
And 
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44 AL F R E B. 
And there, her ſons, with aim exalted, ſow 
The ſeeds of riſing empire, arts, and arms. 


Britons, proceed, the ſubject Deep command, 
Awe with your havies every hoſtile land. 
In vain their threats, their armies all in vain : 
They rule the balanc'd world, who rule the main. 


* 
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